Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 









% - ^ * 







1 




■^ '. 


-■ijK 


'''■,'■' 




■'•t^-' 


jftiif.. ^. . ''■'■'■ ''. 


, ■ .'. ■>■■■ -.(.!;.■■■ ' 


'fK 


' ",'i -'- -'"i'' 


-y"'^'Vt'^;-v;'':^s-;. 


'•.V:.,--.r^\ 


^?vfe:^^^>: 


•-s!^' 


^ ^^vi^f^V 






■v ' "■'■ 


•' ■ ' ' '■ -■ -■ >■'■ '. 


.■.v'. ■■ ■ 


■ • ■ •*■.'• ;* ■ 


' "k ' 


/ 'V' ■ ■. 


• ^'--f/j 




.. >," . ■ 




■.,,.;,;-■......* ^,..| 


?^5^-;' 






•A-. 



i 



^-jji^Pp-:' 



1J 







POPULAR NOVELS. 

Bj Mrs. Mary J. Holmes* 

L — uaxk imvBs. 

XL—TDOBST AMD BUHilHUM t 



T*— BU<m MVOHTILUraTOOI. 
TL — DABKNX8B AMP PATTIOHT. 
tXL — ^KABXAM OBEX. 
fUL — ^DOBA DXAMB. 
EL"— OOXTSDff ICAUDB. 
X. — ^HOKBSTVAD OM TBM nXUMWK 
OAMKBOM PBIDX. 



xm. — ^kthkltm's mistakk. (Juii PuUishstL] 



Mm. HbtanM it % peonllulr pleMuxt and fudnating 
ivzitflr. Her books are always entertaining, and 
ihe has the rare facnlty of enlitsting the 
sympatlqr and affections of her read- 
ers, and of holding their at- 
tention to her pages with 
deep and absfurb- 
ing intw- 



AU pnhUahed nnifonn with this Tcflnme, at $1.60, and sent 
Jtm bj msUf on receipt of piioe bj 

O. -W* CAXLETOX * C0.« P«Mi«lMM« 






. i' ^ .-' 



DOEA DEANE, 



OB 



THE EAST INDIA UKGLE; 



Airi) 



MAGGIE MILLER, 



OE 



OLD HAGAR'S SECRET. 



£T MBS. HABY J. HOLMES. 

Mjnmm, or **uva Bims,** **«■ h omt i ap or tsi nuHmia,** **inABCw 
nooK, OB WMA ui,** **nninR jlxs tmnnn^** nc., 00. 



*^. 



NEW YORK : 

Carleion^ Publisher, Madison Square, 

LONDON : S. LOW, SON & CO. 
M DCCCLXX. 



f^ 



I '.. ' 






^■i'l50a?A. ' 









• 



to AM ar Omskms k& ttM :PMv KM, fcr 
DANISL HOLKV8, 






I 






I 




M 

% 



CONTENTS OP DOEA DEANK. 



• •• 



OHAFTEB L 

DORA AHP HSR HOTHIB. • 9 

CHAPTER n. 

TEX riRST AND LAST VMM TBAB*S CALL , • « 14 

OHAFTEB in. 

DOAA^S BILATIYIS 18 

CHAPTER IV. 

I>0&A*S NKW HOME .••• 80 

CHAPTER V. 

R081 HILL 87 

CHAPTER VL 

MIU AND MBS. DASTIKOS 

CHAPTER VIL 

YISIT 50 

CHAPTER Vm. 

PABTT. >. 6^ 

CHAPTER EC 

•OlA AT BOSC BILL 68 

CHAPTER X. 

B4a .... •••••• *««« ^ 



tf CONTENTS. 

CHAFT£g XI. 

IBI nOOSK OF MO0BN1N6 80 

CHAFTEB Xn. 

WATS AM) MKANS 8il 

* 

CHAPTER Xm. 
nrCLS NAT 98 

CHAPTER Xiy. 

HANAGBMENT « « 97 

CHAPTER XY. 

m NEW PIANO 106 

CHAPTER XVL 

VAILU&E AND SUCCESS l!8 

CHAPTER XVIL 

SBE QUESTION ANSWEBED • • 128 

CHAPTER XVra. 

XB. HASTINGS IN INDIA 188 

CHAPTER XIX. 

THE VESTING H8 



CHAPTER 
SPSINGS 169 

CHAPTER XXL 

DOUBLE SURPRISE.... •••• 17< 

CHAPTER XXIL 
gjPOnriiON 1M 



CONTENTS OF MAGGIE MILLER, 



GHAFTEB L 

m OLD HOUSK BT THl MILL X99 

CHAFTSB n. 
■▲gab's secret •a)Y 

CHAPTER IIL 

BE8TER AND MAOOII 215 

CHAPTER IV. 

GIRLHOOD S21 

CHAPTER V. 
nuvLES •....••••• 'S85 

CHAPTER VL 

m JUNIOR PARTNER 240 

CHAPTER Vn. 

Ml SENIOR PARTNER •• 258 

CHAPTER Vm. 

VAll^ AND STRIPES •••••• M 

CHAPTER IX. 

MME WARNER •• 2^9 

CHAPTER X 

QPEGTED OVE8T9. ,..••••• ,,, ••%%%«•% HM 



CONTENTS OF MAGGIE MILLER 



GHAFTEB L 
m OLD Housie bt thi mill X9f 

CHAPTER n. 
■agab's secret •a)Y 

CHAPTER IIL 

HE8TBR AND MAOOIE 215 

CHAPTER IV. 
aiRLHOOD S2S 

CHAPTER V. 
nuvLES ins 

CHAPTER VL 

m JUNIOR PARTNXB 240 

CHAPTER Vn. 

Ml SBHIOB PARTNER •• 258 

CHAPTER ym. 

VAll^ AND STRIPES ••••••••• M 

CHAPTER IX. 

MME WARNER •••• 279 

CHAPTER X 

UPEOTSD OVE8TS. ,..••••« ••••• ••%%%%•% ^3Nk 



CONTENTS. 
GHAPTEBXL 

PAOl 
niEXPlCTED OUSSTS • • 289 

. . CHIFTEB XIL 

SEX WATKBS AXS TBOUBLXD. . . • • . 803 

CHAPTER Xm. 

■OOIETT 818 

GHAFTBBXiy. 

ICADAM CONWAT's DI818TSB8.- • 828 

■ * ■■ ". 

CHAPTER XV. 

ABTHUR OABBOLLTON AND ICAOQIU • 852 

CHAPTER XVL 

nSPLEUTT 872 

CHAPTER XVn. 

BEOTHXR AKD 8I8TEB 889 



CHAPTER XVm. 

PSDDLSB .••.. 894 

CHAPTER XIX. 

TXLLUVO or THX 8ECBXT • . . • 401 



CHAPTER 

im BX8ULT «.«•• 418 



CHAPTER XXL 
8I8TXX8 , .../. 490 

CHAPTER XXn. 

H0178K or MOUBNIKO ..••• 482 



CHAPTER XXm 

• •••••••••••••••••••• ^ *^<\• »•%% ^A.^ 



DORA DEAUE; 



•«. 



THE EAST INDIA UNCLE. 



i* •*i 



CHAPTER I. 

DOBA AND HSR HOTHIB. 

Poor little Dora Deane I How utterly wretched ^iitd 
desolate she was, as she croached before the scantj fire, 
and tried to' warm the little bit of worn-out flanucl, with 
which to wrap her mother's feet ; and how hard she tried to 
force back the tears which would burst forth afresh when- 
ever she looked upon that pale, sick mother, and >^ought 
how soon she would be gone I ^ ' ' 

It was a small, low, scantily furnished room, high up in 
the third story of a crajsy old building, which Dora called 
her home, and its one small window looked out on naught 
save the ri>ofs and spires of the great city whose dull, mo* 
ootonous roar was almost the only sound to which she had 
e?er listened^ Of the country, with its bright green grass, 
its sweet wild flowers, its running brooks, and its shady 
trees, she knew but little, for only once had she looked 
on all these things, and then her heart waa n^t^ ^^^lot 'Cvm^ 
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1% B^RA DEANB. 

knew that I most die. It is time for his reply, bat I bade 
him direct to Sarah, as I did not then think to see the 
winter snow.'* 

** Did you tell him of me V eagerly asked Dora, on whom 
the name of Uncle Nathaniel, or '' Uncle Nat," as he was 
more familiarly called, produced a more pleasant impression 
than did that of her annt Sarah. 

"Yes,'' answered the mother, "it was of yon that I 
wrote, commending yon to his care, should he return tf 
America. And if you ever meet him, Dora, tell him tha^ 
on my dying bed I thought of him with afifection — that my 
mind wandered back to the years of long ago, when I was 
young, and ask him, for the sake of one he called his bro- 
ther, and for her who grieyes that ever she caused him a 
moment's pain, to care for you, their orphan child." 

Then followed many words of love, which were very 
precious to Dora in the weary years which, followed that sad 
night ; and then, for a time, there was silence in that little 
room, broken only by the sound of the wailing tempest. 
The dd year was going out on the wings of a fearful storm, 
and as the driving sleet beat against the casement, while 
the drifting snow found entrance through more than ouo 
wide crevice and fell upon her pillow, the dying woman 
murmured, " Lie up closer to me, Dora, I am growing very 
cold." 

Alas I 'twas the chill of death ; but Dora did not know 
it^ and again on the hearthstone before the fast dying coals 
she knelt, trying to warm the bit of flannel, on which her 
burning tears fell like rain, when through the empty wood- 
box she sought in vain for chip or bark with which to 
increase the scanty fire. 

'* But I will not tell Aer," she softly whispered, when satis* 
^ed that her search was vain, and wrapping the flannel 



DORA AND HER MOTHER. U 

around the icy feet, she untied the long-sleeved apron which 
covered her own naked arms, and laying it over her 
mother's shoulders, tucked in the thin bedclothes; and then, 
herself all shivering and benumbed, she sat down to wait 
and watch, singing softly a familiar hymn, which had somo 
times lulled her mother into a quiet sleep. • 

At last, as her little round white arras grew purple 
with the cold, she moved nearer to the bedside, and winding 
them lovingly around her mother's neck, laid her head upon 
the pillow and fell asleep. And to the angels, who were 
hovering near, waiting to bear their sister spirit home, there 
was given charge concerning the little girl, so that she did 
not freeze, though she sat there the live-long night, calmly 
sleeping the sweet sleep of childhood, while the mother at 
her side slept the long, eternal sleep of death I 
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CHAPTER n. 

THE FIRST AND LAST NEW YKAB's CALL. 

It was New Tear's morning, and over the great city laj 
the deep, untrodden snow, so soon to be trampled down by 
thousands of bnsy feet. Cheerful fires were kindled in 
many a luxurious home of the rich, and " Happy New Year" 
was echoed from lip to lip, as if on that day there were no 
aching hearts — no garrets where^he biting cold looked in 
on pinching poverty and suffering old age — no low, dark 
room where Dora and her pale, dead mother lay, while over 
them the angels kept theu* tireless watch till human aid 
should come. But one there was who did not forget — one 
about whose house was gathered every elegance which 
fashion could dictate or money procure ; and now, as she 
sat at her bountifully-furnished breakfast table sipping her 
fragrant chocolate, she thought of the poor widow, Dora's 
mother, for whom her charity had been solicited *th^ day 
before, by a woman who lived in the same block of buildings 
with Mrs. Deane. 

" Brother," she said, glancing towards a young man who, 
before the glowing grate, was reading the morning paper, 
* suppose you make your first call with me V 

"Certainly," he answered; "and it will probably be in 

some dreary attic or dark, damp basement } but it is well| 

/suppose, to begin the New Year by Temetii\i«t\tk^\.\i^ V^^* 
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THB FIB^ AND UOT IKXW TSAR*8 CALL. t J 

Half fta hoar later, and the erazj stairs whieh led to the 
ehamber of death were oreakiiig to the tread of the lady 
and her brother, the latter of whom knocked loudly for 
admifidoB. Beeelring no answer from within, they at last 
raised the latdi and entered. The fire had long since gone 
oat, and the night wind, as it poared down the chimney, 
had scattered the cold ashes over the hearth and oat upon 
the floor. Piles of saow lay cm the window sill, and a 
tmnbler in which some water had been left standing, was 
broken in pieces. All this the yonng man saw at a glance, 
bat when his eye fell apoa the bed, he started back, for 
thore wafi no mistaking the rigid, stony expression of the 
uptamed face, which lay there so white and motionless. 

"Bat the child — the child," he exclaimed, advancing 
forward — " can she, too, be dead V and he laid his warm 
hand gently on Dora^s brow. 

The tooch aroased her, and starting np, she looked 
aroond for a moment bewildered ; bat when at laat she 
tamed towards her mother, the dread reality was forced 
npon her, and in bitter tones she cried, '' Mother's dead, 
moth^s dead, and I am all alone I Oh I mother, mother, 
come back again to me 1" 

The yoong man's heart was toached, and taking the 
diild's little red hands in his, he rabbed them gently, trying 
to soothe her grief; while his sister, summoning the 
inmates from the adjoining room, gare orders that the 
body shoold receive the necessary attention ; then, learning 
as mo^ as was possible of Dora's history, and assuring her 
that she shoold be provided for until her aunt came, she 
went away, promising to retnrn next morning and be 
present at the humble funeral 

That evemng, as ]>ora sat weeping by the coffin in which 
aer mother lay, a beautiful young girl, mt\i «j«a ot %»is^^ 
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blae, and locks of golden hair, smiled a joyous weleome lo 
him whose ^r^ New Year's eall had been in the chamber of' 
death, and whose last was to her, the petted child of fashion^ 

" I had almost given you np, and was just going to cry,* 
dhe said, laying her little snow-flake of a band upon the one 
which that morning had chafed the small, stiff fingers of 
Dora DeaiM, and which now tenderly pressed those of Ella 
Grey as the yonng man answered, '* I have not felt like going 
out to-day, for my first call saddened me ;" and theti, with 
his arm around the fairy form of Ella, his affianced bride, 
he told her of the cold, dreary room, of the mother colder 
stOl, and of the noble little girl, who had divested herself 
of her own clothing, that her mother might be warm. 

Ella Orey had heard of such scenes before—had cried 
over them in books ; -but the idea that she could do any- 
thing to relieve the poor, had never entered her mind. K 
is true, she had once given a partf dres8 to a starving wo- 
man, and a pound of eandf to a ragged boy who had asked 
for aid, but here her charity ended ; so, though she seemed 
to listen with interest to the sad story, her mind was wan- 
dering elsewhere, and when her companion ceased, she 
merely said, " Romcmtic, wasn't it." 

There was a look of disappointment on the young man's 
fiice, which was quickly observed by Ella, who attributed it 
to its right source, and hastened to ask numberless ques- 
tions about Dora — ** How <5ld was she 7 Did he think her 
pretty, and hadn't she better go to the ftmeral the next 
day and bring her home for a waiting-maid ?— she wanted 
one sadly, and from the description, the orphan girl would 
just suit." 

" No, Ella," answered her lover ; " the child is going to 
live in the country with some relatives, and will be mucb 
battier off there." 
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** The country,'' repeated Ella. " / would rather fireezo 
In New York than to live in the dismal country.'' 

Again the shadow came oyer the gentleman's brow, as h« 
said, ''Do you indeed object so much to a home in the 
country f 

EUa knew Just what he .wanted her to say ; so she 
answered, " Oh, no, I can be happy anywhere with yon, 
bat do please I^> mq spend just one winter in the dty 

after" 

. .H«e d» pans^ while the bright Unshes broke orer her 
ehUdidi ikoar She eould not say, ev^n to Um, ''^after wi 
ftre married,' to In said it for her, drawing her closer to 
his side, and forgetting Dorft Deane, as he painted the 
joyoas future when Blla would be all his own. Eleven 
o'clock aosnded from more than. (me high tower, and at 
each stooke poor Dora-Deane moaned in anguish, thinking 
to hersdi^ ** Last night at this time tke was here." Eleven 
o^dodLf said Ella Grey's diamond set watch, and pushing 
back her wayy- hair, the young man . kissed her rosy cheek, 
and bade her a Ibnd good-night As he reached the door, 
abci caQed him bade, while she asked him the name of the 
little gid who had so excited his sympathy. 

'' I do not know," he answered. ** Strange that I forgot 
to inquire. But no matter. We shall never meet again ;" 
and fteling sore that what he said was true^ he walked 
away. 
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OHAFTEB nt 
Doha's bblatitis. 

Tmam handred nifei to tho wwtward, «od the tlorm, 
*M<diy on New Tear's bj9, swept so teioody orer aO parti 
rf the State, was perceptiUe only in the &aiR, grey deads 
rhich obseored the wintry sky, shatting cot the glimmeriDg 
itiurligfat, and apparently making stni br^hter the many 
theerfol lights wUch shone forth fixm the handsome dwdl- 
h^ in the Tillage of Dnnwood. Stfll the night was in« 
tensely cold, and, as Mrs> Sarah I>eane^ in aeeordaoce with 
h&t danghter Sogenia^ request, added a fresh bit of coal 
to the already wett-AIled store^ she sighed hiTolantarily, 
wishing the weather wovld abate^ for the winter^ store of 
hel was already half gone, and the contents of her parse 
#ere far too scanty to meet the necessity of her honsehold, 
jdid at the same time minister to the wants of her extrava- 
gant danghters. 

^Bnt I can economifle in one way,'^ she said, half dond, 
and crossing the room she tamed down the astral lamp 
which was boroing brightly upon the table. 

" Don't, pray mother, make it darker than a dongeon I'' 
petalantly exdaimed Eagenia, herself taming back the 
lamp. " I do like to have rooms light enough to see one's 
self;" and glancing complacently at the reflection of her 
handsome face, in the mirror opposite, she resumed hef 
former loungiog attitude upon the sofa. 
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Mid, Oeane ajghed again, but she had long since ceased 
W oppose the imperious Sogenia, who was to all intents 
lad porposes the mistress of the house, and who oftentimes 
Jed her mother and weaker-minded sister into the commis- 
sion of acts from which they would otherwise hare shrunk. 
Possessed of a large share of romance, Eugenia had giyea 
to their place the name of '' Locust Orore f and as Mrs. 
Deane managed to keep up a kind of outside show by 
practising the most pinching economy in everything per- 
taining to the actual comfort of h&p fismily, they were 
looked upon as being quite wealthy and aristocratic by 
those who saw nothing of their inner lifb — ^who knew 
nothing of the many shifts and turns hi the kitchen to save 
money for the decoration of the parlors^ or of the frequent 
meagre meals eaten from the pantry shel^ in order to make 
amends for the numerous dinner and evening parties which 
Ei^enia and Alice insisted upon giving, and which their 
frequent visits to their friends rendered necessary. Ex- 
tensive servant-hire was of course too expensive, and, as 
both Eugenia and Alice affected the utmost contempt for 
anythiQg like work^ their mother toiled in the kitchen from 
morning until night, assisted only by a young girl, whose 
mother constantly threatened to take her away, unless her 
vages were increased, a thing which seemed impossible. 

It was just after this woman's weekly visit, and in the 
midst of preparations for a large dinner party, that Mrs. 
deane received her sister's letter, to which there was added 
a post8crq>t, in a strange handwriting, saying she was 
dead. There was a moisture in Mrs. Deane's eyes as she 
read the touching lines ; and leaning her heated forehead 
against the cool window pane, she, too, thought of the 
years gone by — of the gentle girl, the companion of her 
childhood, who had never given her an TUoAsAniOL'^ot^- ^ 
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kifn — the only man she had ever loved — and Dora was their 
child— Fanny's child and John's. 

"Yes," she said, half alond, "I will gire her a home," 
bnt anon there came stealing over her the old bitterness of 
feeling, which she had cherished since she knew that Fann^ 
was preferred to herself, and ^ then the eiil of her nattir^ 
whispered, "No, I will not receive their child. We can 
hardly manage to live now, and it is not my dnty to^ncnr 
an additional expense. Dora must stay where she is, and 
if I do not answer the letter, she will naturally suppose J 
never received it." 

Thus deciding the matter, she crushed the letter into her 
pocket and went back to her work ; bnt there was an added 
weight upon her spirits, while continually ringing in her 
ears were the words, " Care for John's child and mine." 
" If I could only make her of any use to me," she said ^: 
last, and then as her eye fell upon Bridget, whose st^7 with 
her was so uncertain, the dark thought entered her mind, 
" Why could not Dora fill her place ? It would be a great 
saving, and of course the child must expect to work." 

Still, reason as she would, Mrs. Deane could not at once 
bring herself to the point of making a menial of one who 
was every way her equal ; neither could she decide to pass 
the letter by unnoticed ; so for the present she strove to 
dismiss the subject, which was not broached to her daugh« 
ters until the evening on which we first introduced them to 
our readers. Then taking her seat by the brightly burning 
lamp, she drew the letter from her pocket and read it aloud, 
mhile Alice drummed an occasional note upon the piano and 
Eugenie beat a tattoo upon the carpet with her delicate 
French slipper. 

" Of course she won't come," said Alice, as her mother 
inished reading. " It was preposterous in Aunt Fanny tc 
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pn^KMae sodk a thing P and she glanced towards Eugenie 
for apixrobation of what she had said. 

Sngenia's quick, active mind had alreadj looked at the 
tnbject in all its bearings, and in like manner with her 
mother she saw how Dora's presence there would be a bene, 
fit ; 60 to Alice's renuurk she replied : *' It will sound well 
for OS to have a cousin in the poorkause, won't it 7 For my 
party I jHTopose that she comes, and then be made to earn 
her pwn living. We can dismiss Bri^t, who is onlj two 
years older than Dor% and we shall thus avda quarrelling 
regularly with her vixenish mother, besides saving a dollar 
every week " 

^' So make a drudge of Dora," interrupted Alice. " Better 
leave her in the poorhouse at once." 

" Nobody intends to make a drudge of her," retorted Eu< 
genia. '' Mother works in the kitchen, and I wonder if it 
will hurt Dora to help her. Every girl ought to learn to 
work P 

" Except Eugenia Deane," suggested Alice, laughing, to 
think how little her sister's practice accorded with her 
theory. 

At this point in the conversation, Bridget entered, brings 
ing a letter which bore the India post-mark, together with 
the unmistakable handwriting of Nathaniel Deane ! 

'* A letter from Unde Nat, as I live I" exclaimed Eugenia. 
"What if going to happen 7 He hasn't written before in 
years. I do wish I knew when he expected to qnif thia 
mundane sphere, and how much of his money he intends 
leaving me 1" 

By this time Mrs. Deane had broken the seal, uttering an 
exclamation of surprise as a check for $500 fell into her lap. 

^* Five hundred dollars 1" screamed Eugenia, catching up 
the check and examining it closely, to sea t)i^\. ^iXv!^x^ ^^a 
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no mistake. '' The old miser has really opened his heart. 
NoW; well have some gmuifie silver forks for our best com- 
pany, so we shan't be in constant terror lest some one should 
discover that they are only plated. Fll buy that set of 
ftoflrU at Mere^s, too, and, Alice, yon and I will have some 
new fdra. Fd go to Bocb^ter to-morrow, if it were not 
Sunday. What shall we get for you, mother f A web of 
cloth, or an ounce of sewing silk ?" and the heartless girl 
tnrned towards her mother, whose face was white as ashes, 
as she said faintly : ^' The money is not ours. It is Dora's-^ 
to be used for her benefit." 

" Not ours I What do you mean f It can't be true I** 
cried Eugenia, snatching the letter, and reading therein a 
confirmation of her mother's words. 

After a slight apology for his long silence. Uncle Nat had 
spoken of Fanny's letter, saying he supposed she must be 
dead ere this, and that Dora was probably liying with her 
aunt, as it was quite natural she should do. Then he 
expressed his willingness to defray all the expense which she 
might be, adding that though he should never see her, as he 
was resolved to spend his days in India, he still wished to 
think of her as an educated and accomplished woman. 

" Accompanying this letter," he wrote, " is a check for 
$500, to be used for Dora's benefit. Next year I will make 
another remittance, increasing the allowance as she grows 
older. I have more money than I need, and I know of no 
one on whom I would sooner expend it than the child of 
Fanny Moore." 

^* Spiteful old fool I" muttered Eugenia, '' I could relieve 
him of any superfluous dimes he may possess." 

But even Eugenia, heartless as she was, felt humbled and 
subdued for a moment, as she read the latter part of her 
ancle's letter, from which we give the follow'ng extract : 
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** 1 am thinkii^^ to-day, of the paBt» Sarah, and I grow a 
mrj child again aa I recall the dreary years whidi have 
gone over my head, einee last I trod tiie shores of my 
fikther4and. Toa, Siuah, know mneh of my history. Yoa 
know that I was awkward, eccentric, imeontii, aikd manj 
years older than my handsomer, iMce higUy gifted to)ther| 
and yet with all this fearfhl odds against me, yon know 
that I Tentored to lore the gentle^ £urhaired Fanny, yonr 
adopted sister. Yoa know this, I say, bat yon do not know 
how madly, how passionately such as I can lore-^-did love ; 
nor how tiie memory of Fanny's ringisig laitgh, and the 
tiiooght of the sunny smile, with which I knew she wonld 
welcome me home again, eheered me on my homeward voy- 
age, when in the long night-watobes I paoed the vessel's 
deck, while the stars looked coldly down apoa me, and there 
was no sonad to break the deep stUlness, save the heavy 
swell of the sea. At the village inn where I stopped for a 
moment ere going to my father's honse^ I first heard that 
her hand was plighted to another^ and in my wild firenay, I 
swore that my rival, whoever it might be^ shoald die 1 

" It was my yom^est brother — ^he, who, on the sad night 
when oar mother Aed, had laid his baby head upon my 
bosom, and w^t himself to sleep — ^he whose taCsiit steps I 
had goided, bearing him often in my arms, lest he shoald 
* dash his foot against a stone.' And kU^l had sworn to 
take, for had he not oome between me and the only object 
I had ever loved f There was no one stirring aboat the 
house, for it was night, and the family had retired. Bat the 
door was unfastened, and I knew the way np-stairs. I 
fbond him, as I had expected, in onr old room, and all 
alone ; for Richard was away. Had be been there, it 
ihoold make no difference, I said, bat he was absent, .and 
John war calmly sleeping with his fiM» nptamed to the toft 
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moonlight which came in throagh the open windo\Y. I had 
not seen him for two long years, and now there was abont 
him a look so much like that of my dead mother when she 
lay in her coffin bed, that the demon in my heart was soft* 
ened, and I seemed to hear her dying words again, * I can 
trost you, Nathaniel ; and to your protection, as to a second 
mother, I commit my little boy.' 

" The little boy, whose cnrls were golden then, was now 
a brown-haired man — ^my brother — the son of my angel 
mother, whose spirit, in that dark hoar of my temptation, 
glided into the silent room, and stood between me and hef 
yonngest bom, so that Ae was not harmed, and /wad saved 
from the corse of a brother's blood. 

'' * Lead as not into temptation,' came back to me, Jnst as 
I had said it kneeling at my mother's side ; and covering my 
face with my hands, I thanked God, who had kept me from 
BO great a sin. Bending low, I whispered in his ear his 
name, and in a moment his arms were aronnd my neck, 
while he welcomed me back to the home, which, he said, 
was not home withotit me. And then, wheli the moon had 
gone down, and the stars sHone too faintly to reveal his 
blashes, he told me the story of his happiness, to which I 
listened, whfle the great drops of sweat rolled down my face 
and moistened the pillow on which my head was resting. 

** Bat why linger over those days of anguish, which made 
me an old man before my time 7 I knew I conld not stand 
by and see her wedded to another — ^n^th^r could I look 
opon her after she was another's wife ; so, one night, when 
the antamn day» were come, I asked her to go with me oat 
beneath the locust trees, which skirted my father's yard. 
It was there I had seen her for the first time, and it was 
there I wonld take my final leave. Of the particulars of 
that interview I remember but little, far I was terribfy ei' 
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died. We never met again, for ere the morrow's daylight 
dawned, I hid left my home forever '^ 

Then followed a few more words concerning Dora, with a 
request that she should write to him, as he would thus be 
able to judge something df her character ; and there the 
lutter ended. 

For a time there was silence, whi^h was broken at last by 
£ugenia, whose active mind had already come to a decision. 
Dora would live with them, of course — ^it was best that she 
should, and there was no longer need for dismissing Bridget. 
The five hundred dollars obviated that necessity, and it was 
thdrs, too — theirs by way of remuneration for giving Dora a 
liome — ^theirs to spend as they pleased. And she still in- 
tended to have the furs, the pearls, and the silver forks, just 
the same as though the money had been a special gift to 
her I 

" Suppose Unde Nat should happen to come home, and 
Dora should tell him ?^ suggested Alice, who did no^ so 
readily fall in with her sister's views. 

" Hell never do that in the world," returned Eugenia. 
'' And even if he should, Dora will have nothing to tell, for 
she is not supposed to know of the money. If we feed, 
clothe, and educate her, it is all we are required to do." 

"But would that be exactly just?" faintly interposed 
Mrs. Deane, whose perceptions of right and wrong were not 
quite so blunted as those of her daughter, who, in answer to 
tier question, proceeded to advance many good reasons why 
Dora, for a time at least, should be kept in ignorance of the 
foct that her uncle supported her, and not her aunt. 

"W6 can manage her better if she thinks she is depend- 
•Li upon us. And then, as she grows older, she will not bo 
continually asking what has become of the money, which^ aa 
I vnderstand the matter, is really ov/rt^ and nol hers^ 

2 
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Still, Mrs. DeaDe was not quite convinced, but she knew 
bow osele^ it would be to argue the point ; so she said 
nothing, except to ask how Dora was to get there, as she 
coulch not come alone. 

" I have it," answered Eugenia. " I have long wished to 
spend a few days in New York, but that bane of mj lifo, 
poverty, has always prevented. Now, however, as dd 
Uncle Nat has kindly furnished us with the means, I pro- 
pose that Alice aud I start day after to-morrow, and return 
on Saturday. That will give us ample time to see the lions 
and get the city fashions." 

" It will cost a great deal for you both to stay at those 
large hotels," said Mrs. Deane ; and Eugenie replied— 

^ " One hundred dollars will cover all the expense, and pay 
Dora's fare besides. What is the use of money, if we can't 
use it ? I shall get my furs, and jewelry, and forks while 
Jl'm there, so I'i better take along three hundred and fifty 
dollars, for fear of any accident. We are not obliged 'o 
spend it all, of course ;" she added, as she saw the look of 
dismay on her mother's face. ''And we can bring back 
whatever there is left." 

For nineteen years Eugenia Deane' had been suffered to 
have her way, and her mother did not like to thwart her 
now, for her temper was violent, and she dreaded an out- 
break; so she merely sighed in reply, and when, on Monday 
morning, Eugenia started for New York, her purse con- 
tained the desired $350, which, after her arrival in the city, 
was spent as freely as if it really belonged to her, and not 
to the orphan Dora, who was now staying with Mrs. Gran- 
nis, a kind-hearted woman in the same block where her 
mother had died. The furs were bought, the pearls ex- 
fimined, the forks priced, and then Alice ventured to uk 
when they were going to find Dora. 
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" I shall leave that for the last thing," aniwered Eagenia 
** She can't ran away, and nobody wants to be bothered 
with a child to look after." 

So for three more days little Dora looked out of the 
diogy window npon the dirty court below, wishing her aani 
would come, and wondering if she should like her. At last, 
towards the dose of {^^riday afternoon, there was a knock 
at the door, and a haughty-looking, elegantly dressed young 
lady inquired if a little orphan girl lived there. 

"That's her — ^Aunt Sarah," exclaimed Dora, springing 
joyfully forward; but she paused and started back, as she 
met the cold, scrutinizing glance of Eugenia's large black 
eyes. 

" Are you the child I am looking for ?" asked Eugbnia, 
without deigning to notice Mrs. Grannis's request that she 
would walk in. 

''I am Dora Deane," was the simple answer; and then, as% 
briefly as possible, Eugenia explained that she had been 
sent for her, and that e^rly the next morning she would call 
., to take her to the depot. 

" Did you know mother ? Are you any relation V^ 
asked Dora, trembling with eager expectation; and Alice, 
who, without her sister's influence, would have been a aim- 
paratively kind-hearted girl, answered softly, " We are your 
cousins." 

There was much native politeness, and natural refinement 
of manner about Dora, and instinctively her little chubby 
hand was extended towards her newly found relative, who 
pressed it gently, glancing the while at her sister, who, 
without one word of sympathy for the orphan girl, walked 
away through the winding passage, and down the narrow 
stairs, out into the sunlight, where, breathing more freely, 
ihe exclaimed, "What a horrid p^aoel l\io^^ Wi^^^^V 
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caught anything. Didn't Dojra 1oo|l like a Dutch doA u 
that long dress, and high-neck apron V 

" Her face is pretty, though," returned Alice, " and her 
eyes are beautiful — ^neither blue nor black, but a mixture of 
both^ How 1 pitied her as they filled with tears when you 
were talking I Why didn't you speak to her V 

" Because I'd nothing to say," ai|swered Eugenia, step<- 
ping into the carriage which had brought them there, and 
ordering the drlYcr to go next to StS^rt's, where she wished 
to look again at a velvet cloak. " It is so cheap, and s( 
becoming, too, that I am half tempted to get it," she ex 
claimed. 

"Mother won't like it, I know," said Alice, who hersell 
began to have some fears for the $350« 

" Fudge 1" returned Eugenia, adding the next moment, 
" I wonder if she'll have to buy clothes for Dora the firsi 
thing. I hope not," and she drew around her the costlj 
fur, for which she had paid fifty dollars. 

Of course the cloak was bought, together with several 
other articles equally cheap and becoming, and by the time 
the hotel bills were paid, there were found in the purse jus< 
twenty-five dollars, with which to pay their expenses back 
to Dunwood. 



There were bitter tears shed at the parting next morning 
in Mrs. Orannis's humble room, for Dora felt that the friendl 
to whomishe was going, were not like those she left behind; 
and very lovingly her arms wound themselves around th« 
poD? widow's neck as she wept her last adieu, begging Mrs. 
Grannis not to forget her, but to write sometimes, and tell 
her of the lady who had so kindly befriended her. 

^^ We can't wait any longer,^ tried Eugenia, and witl 
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ore more farewell kissj Dora went oat of the bouse where 
sh^ had experienced much of happiness, and where had come 
to ner her deepest grief. 

" Forlorn I What is that old thing going for I Learo 
it," said Eogenia, touching with her foot a square, green 
trunk or chest, which stood hj the side of the long, sack- 
like carpet-bag containing Dora's wardrobe. 

" It was father's — And mother's clothes are in it," an- 
swered Dora, with quivering lips. 

There was something in the words and manner of the lit- 
tle girl, as she laid her hand reverentlj on the offending 
trunk, that touched even Eugenia ; and she said no more.* 
An hour later, and the attention of more than one passenger 
in the Hudson Eircr cars was attracted towards the two 
stylish-looking ladies who came in, laden with bundles, and 
followed by a little girl in black, for whom no seat was 
found save the one by the door where the wind crept in, and 
the unmelted frost still covered the window pane. 

** Won't you be cold here ?" asked Alice, stopping a mo- 
ment, ere passing on to her own warm seat near the stove. 

** No matter ; I am used to it," was Dora's meek reply ; 
and wrapping her thin, half-worn shawl closer about her, 
and drawing her feet up beneath her, she soon fell asleep, 
dreaming sweet dreams of the home to which she was going, 
and of the Aunt Sarah who would be to her a second 
mother t 

Gcd help thUi Pori Deami 
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CHAPTER IV. 
Dora's new hoke. 

Okb year has passed awaj since tbe night when, coldi 
weary and forlorn, Dora followed her coasins up the gra* 
veiled walk which led to her new home. One whole year, 
and in that time she has somewhat changed. The merry 
hearted girl, who, until a few weeks before her mother's 
death, was happier far than many a favored child of wealth, 
has become a sober, quiet, self-reliant child, performing with- 
out a word of complaint the many duties which have gra- 
dually been imposed upon her. 

From her aunt she had received a comparatively welcome 
greeting, and when Eugenia displayed her purchases, which 
had swallowed up the entire three hundred and fifty dollars, 
Mrs. Deane had laid her hand on the little girl's soft, au- 
burn hair, as if to ask forgiveness for the injustice done her 
by the selfish Eugenia, whose only excuse for her extrava- 
gance was, that *' no one in her right mind need to think 
of bringing back any money from New York." 

And Dora, from her seat on a little stool behind the stove, 
onderstood nothing, thought of nothing, except that Euge- 
nia looked beautifully in her velvet cloak and furs, and tha* 
her aunt must be very rich, to afford so many handsome 
articles of furniture as the parlor contained.. 

" And I am glad that she is," she thought, " fcr she will 
not be so likely to think me in the way." 
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'As time passed on, boweyer, Bora, who was a close ob 
server, began to see things in their trne light, and her life 
was far from being happy. By her coosin Alice she was 
Heated with a tolerable degree of kindness, while Eugenia, 
without any really evil intention, perhaps, seemed to take 
delight in annoying her sensitive consin, constantly taunting 
Iier with her dependence upon them, and asking her some- 
times how she expected to repay the debt of gratitude she 
owed them. Many and many a night had the orphan wept 
herself to sleep, in the low, scantily furnished chamber 
which bad been assigned her ; and she was glad when at 
last an opportunity was presented flor her to be in a mea< 
sure out of Eugenia's way, and at the same time feel that 
she was doing something towards earning her living. 

The oft-repeated threat of Bridget's mother that her 
dunghter should be removed, unless her wages were in- 
creased, was finally carried into eflfect ; and one Saturday 
night, Mrs. Deane was startled by the announcement that 
Bridget was going to leave. In a moment, Dora's resolu- 
tion was taken, and coming to her aunt's side, she 
said: 

" Don't hire another girl. Aunt Sarah. Let tne help you. 
I can do almost as much as Bridget, and you won't have to 
jwy me either. / shall only be paying you." 

Unclasping the handsome bracelet which had been pur- 
chased with a portion of the remaining one hundred and 
fifty dollars, Eugenia, ere her mother had time to reply, 
exclaimed : 

" That is a capital idea I I wonder bow you happened 
to be so thoughtful." 

And so it was decided that Dora should take Bridget's 
place, she thinking how much she would do, and how bard 
she would try to please her aunt, who quieted her owac<Mk 
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8cioB2e by saying " it was only a temporary arraogementi 
nntil she could find another cteryant.'' 

Bat as the days went by, the temporary arrangement h'A 
fair to become permanent, for Mrs. Deane could not be 
insensible to the yast difference which Bridget's absence 
made in her weekly expenses. Then, too. Bora was so will* 
ing to work, and so uncomplaining, never seeking a word of 
commendation, except once, indeed, when she timidly yen' 
tared to ask Eugenia if " what she did was enough to pay 
for hfir board ?'' 

'' Just about," was Eugenia's answer, which, indifferent as 
it was, cheered the heart of Dora, as, day after day, she 
toiled on in the comfortless kitchen, until her hands^ which, 
when she came to Locust Orove, were soft and white as 
those of an infant, became rough and brown, and her face 
gradually assumed the same dark hue, for she could not 
always stop to tie on her sun-bonnet, when sent for wood or 
water. 

With 'the coming of summer, arrangements had been 
made for sending her to school, though Mrs. Deane felt at 
first as if she could not be deprived of her services. Still 
for appearance's sake, if for nothing more, she must go ; 
and with the earliest dawn the busy creature was up, work- 
ing like a bee, that her aunt and cousins might not have so 
much to do in her absence. At first she went regularly, 
but after a time it became very convenient to detain her at 
home, for at least two days in every week, and this wrung 
from her almost the only tears she had shed since the morn- 
ing, when, of her own accord, she had gone into the kitchen 
to perform a servant's duties. 

Possessing naturally a fondness for books, and feeling 
ambitious to keep up with her class, she at last conceived 
the idea of studying at home ; and many a night, long after 
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her aaut and consins were asleep, she sat np alone, poring 
OTer her books, sometimes by the dim light of a lamp, 
and again by the light of the full moc:^ whose rajs seemed 
to fall around her more brightly than elsewhere. It was on 
oxm of these occasions, when tracing npon her map the 
boundary lines of India, that her thoughts reverted to her 
ancle Nathaniel, whose name she seldom heard, and of whom 
■he had never but once spoken. Then in the presence of 
her annt and consins she had wondered why he did not 
answer her mother's letter. 

''Because he has nothing to write, I presume,'' said 
Eugenia, who would not trust her mother to reply. 

And .Dora, wholly unsuspecting, never dreamed of the 
five hundred dollars sent over for her benefit, and which 
was spent long ago — though not for her — never dreamed of 
the letter which Eugenia had written iu reply, thanking her 
ancle again and again for his generous gift, which she said 
** was very acceptable, for ma was rather poor, and it would 
aid her materially in providing for the wants of Dora," who 
was represented as being '' a queer, old-fashioned child, pos* 
sessing but little affection for any one, and who never spoke 
oi her uncle Nathaniel, or manifested the least gratitude 
for what he was doing 1" 

In shorty the impression left npon the mind of Uncle 
Nat was that Dora, aside from being cold-hearted, was 
uncommonly dull, and would never make much of a woman^ 
do what they might for her t With a sigh, and a feeling 
of keen disappointment, he read the letter, saying to him« 
jolf, as he laid it away, ** Can this be true of Fanny's 

chUd f '' 

But this, we say, Fcmny's child did not know ; and as Lef 
ve wandered over the painted map of Indiu, she resolved 
A write and to tell him of her mother's dyiag words — tfcU 

2* 
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him how much she lored him, because he was her fiither a 
brother, and how she wished he would come home, that 
Bbe might know him better. 

'' If I only had some keepsake to send him — something 
he would prize/' she thought, when her letter was finishtd 
And then, as she enumerated her small store of treasures, 
she remembered her mother's beautiful hair, which had been 
cut from her head, as she lay in her coffin, and which now 
held a place in the large square trunk. " I will send him a 
lock of that," she said ; and kneeling reverently by the 
old green trunk, the shrbe where she nightly said her 
prayers, she separated from the mass of rich, brown hair, 
one long, shining tress, which she inclosed within her letter, 
adding, in a postscript, " It is mother's hair, and Dora's 
tears have often fallen upon it. 'Tis all I have to give." 

Poor little Dora 1 Nathaniel Deane would have prized 
that simple gift far more than all the wealth which he called 
his, but it was destined never to reach him. The wily 
Eugenia, to whom Dora applied for an envelope, unhesitat* 
ingly showing what she had written, knew better than to 
fend that note across the sea, and feigning the utmost 
astonishment, she said : '' I am surprised, Dora, that after 
your mother's ill-success, you should think of writing to 
Uncle Nat. He is a suspicious, miserly old fellow, and will 
undoubtedly think you are after his money !" 

" I wouldn't send it for the world, if I supposed he'd fancy 
such a thing as that," answered Dora, her eyes filling with 
t«>ars 

" Of course you wouldn't," c^- vsmed Eugenia, perceiving 
hpx advantage and following it uj " You can do as you 
tiKC, but my .advice is that yon do not send it ; let him 
write to you frst, if he wishes to open a correspon 
deuce 1" 
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This decided the matter, and tnrning sadly away, Dora 
went back to her chamber, hiding the letter and the lock 
3f hair in the old green trunk. 

" How ca/n you be so utterly void of principle ?" asked 
Alice, as Dora quitted the room; and Eugenia replied: "It. 
isn't a lack of principle, it's only my good management. I 
have my plans, and I do not intend they shall be frustrated 
by that foolish letter, which would, of course, be followed 
by others of the same kind. Now I am perfectly willing 
that Uncle Nat should divide his fortune between us and 
Dora, but unfortunately he is a otw idta man, and should L^ 
conceive a fancy for our cousin, oar hopes are blasted tor 
ever ; so I don't propose letting him do any such thin;;. 
Mother has given up the correspondence to me, and I intecC 
making the old gentleman think I am a most perfect speci- 
men of what a young lady should be, saying, of coarse, an 
occasional good word for you ! I believe I understand him 
tolerably well, and if in the end I win, I pledge you my 
word that Dora shall not be forgotten. Are you satisfied ?" 

Alice could not say yes, but she knew it was useless to 
reason with her sister, so she remained silent; while a curious 
train of thoughts passed through her mind, resulting at last 
in an increased kindness of manner on her part towards her 
young cousin, who was frequently relieved of duties whic*- 
wpuld otherwise have detained her from school. And 
Dora's step grew lighter, and her heart happier, as sho 
thought that Alice at least cared for her welfare. 

On New Year's Day there came a letter from Uncle Nat, 
mntaining the promised check, which Eugenia held up to 
view, while she read the following brief lines : 

''Many thanks to Eugenia for her kind and welcome 
letter, which I may answer at some future time, when I have 
Anything interesting to say." 

'' Have jou written to Uncle Nat, and d\4 ^ovx \.^ Vxxsl 
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of me, or of mother's letter 7" exclaimed Dora, who had beei 
fitting nnobseryed behmd the stoye, and who now sprang 
eagerly forward, while her cheeks glowed with excitement. 

Soon recovering her composure, Eagenia answered, '' Yes, 
I wrote to him, and, of course, mentioned you with the rest 
of us. His answer you have heard." 

" But the other paper," persisted Dora. " Doesn't thai 
say anything ?" 

For a moment Eugenia hesitated, and then, deciding thai 
no harm could come of Dora's knowing of the money, pro- 
vided she was kept in ignorance of the object for which it 
was sent, she replied, carelessly, ** Oh, that's nothing but a 
iheck. The old gentleman was generous enough to send us 
A little money, which we need badly enough." 

There was not one particle of selfishness in Dora's dispo- 
sition, and without a thought or wish that any of the money 
should be expended for herself, she replied, ** Oh, I am so 
glad, for now Aunt Sarah can have that shawl she has 
wanted so long, and Alice the new merino." 

Dear little Dora 1 she did not know why Eugenia's eyes 
so quickly sought the floor, nor understand why her aunt's 
hand was laid upon her head so caressingly. Neither did 
she know that Alice's sudden movement towards the window 
was to hide the expression of her face ; but when, a few 
days afterwards, she was herself presented with a handsome 
•nerino, which both Eugenia and Alice volunteered to make, 
she thought there was not in Dunwood a happier child than 
herself. In the little orphan's pathway there were a few 
sunny spots, and that night when, by the old green trunk, 
she knelt her down to pray, she asked of God that he would 
reward her aunt and cousins according to their kindnesses 
done to her I 

Need we say that childish prayer was answered to thi 
letter t 
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CHAPTER V. 

ROSE HILL. 

A UTTLB way oat of the village of Danwood, and sita* 
ated npou a slight eminence, was a large, handsome baild* 
ing, which had formerly been owned by a Frenchman, who, 
from the great profusion of roses growing npon his gronnds, 
had given to the place the name of " Eose Hill.'* Two 
years before our story opens, the Frenchman died, and 
since that time Rose Hill had been unoccupied, but now it 
had another proprietor, and early in the summer Mr. 
Howard Hastings and lady would take possession of their 
new home. 

Of Mr. Hastings nothing definite was known, except 
that he was a man of unbounded wealth and influence — 
" and a h'ttle peculiar withal," so said Mrs. Leah, the ma- 
tron, who had come up from New York to superintend the 
arrangement of the house, which was fitted up in a style of 
elegance far surpassing what most of Duuwood's inhabit- 
ants had seen before, and was for two or three weeks 
thrown open to the public. Mrs. Leah, who was a servant 
hx Mr. Hastings's family and bad known her young mistress's 
husband from childhood, was inclined to be rather com- 
municative, and when asked to explain what she meant by 
Mr. Hastings's peculiarities, replied, " Oh, he's queer every 
way — and no wonder, with his kind of a mother. Why, 
ihe is rich as a Jew, and for all that, she made her onlj 
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daughter learn how to do all kinds of work. It wonld 
make her a better wife, she said, and so, because EUa had 
rather lie on the sofa and read a nice novel than to be 
pokin' round in the kitchen and tending to things, as he 
calls it, Mr. Hastings looks blue and talks about womarHs 
duties, and all that nonsense. Recently he has taken it 
into his head that late hours are killing her — that it isn't 
healthy for her to go every night to parties, concerts, 
operas, and the like o' that, so he's going to bury her in the 
stupid country, where she'll be moped to death, for of course 
there's nobody here that she'll associate with." 

" The wretch P exclaimed Eugenia, who formed one of 
the group of listeners to this precious bit of gossip ; but 
whether she intended this cognomen for the cruel husband, 
or Mrs. Leah, we do not know, as she continued to question 
the old lady of Mrs. Hastings herself, asking if her health 
were delicate and if she were pretty. 

" Delicate ! I guess she is," returned Mrs. Leah. " If 
she hasn't got the consumption now, she will have it. 
Why, her face is as white as some of them lilies that used 
to grow on the ponds in old Connecticut ; and then to 
think her husband won't let her take all the comfort she 
can, the little time she has to live ! It's too bad," and the 
comer of Dame Leah's silk apron went up to her eyes, as 
she thought how her lady was aggrieved. Soon recovering 
her composure, she reverted to Eugenia's last question, and 
hastened to reply, " Pretty^ don't begin to express it. Just 
iuagine the least little bit of a thing, with the whitest face, 
the bluest eyes and the yellowest curls, dressed in a light 
blue silk wrapper, all lined with white satin, and tied with a 
tassel as big as my fist ; wouldn't such a creature looV weii 
In the kitchen, telling Hannah it was time to get dinner, 
und seeing if Tom was cleaning the vegetables I" 
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And Mrs. Leah's nose went up at the very idea of a blae 
rilk wrapper being foand outside of the parlor, eren if the 
husband of said wrapper did hare to wait daily at least two 
hours for his badly cooked dinner I 

*' Oh, but you ought to see her dressed for a party,'' con- 
tinued Mrs. Leah, ** she looks like a queen, all sparkling 
with diamonds and pearls ; but she'll never go to many 
more, poor critter 1" 

And as the good lady's services were just then needed m 
another part of the building, she bade good morning to her 
audience, who commented upon what they had heard, each 
according to their own ideas — some warmly commending 
Mr. Hastings for removing his delicate young wife from the 
unwholesome atmosphere of the city, while others, and 
among them Eugenia, thought he ought to let her remain 
in New York, if she chose. Still, while commiserating Mrs. 
Hastings for being obliged to live in " that siu;fid vUlage,^ 
Eugenia expressed her pleasure that she was coming, and 
on her way home imparted to Alice her intention of being 
quite intimate with the New York lady, notwithstanding what 
" the spiteful old Mrs. Leah " had said about there being nu 
one in Dunwood iit for her to associate with. In almost 
perfect ecstasy Dora listened to her cousin's animated de- 
scription of Rose Hill, its handsome rooms and elegant fur- 
niture, and while her cheeks glowed with excitement, she 
exclaimed, " Oh, how I wish I could really live in such a 
house 1" 

"And I shouldn't wonder if you did. Your present 
prospects look very much like it," was Eugenia's scornful 
reply, which Dora scarry heard, for her thoughts were 
busy elsewhere. 

She had an eye for the beautiful, and, strange to say, 
would at any time have preferred remaining in her aunt'i 
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pleasant parlor, to washing dishes from off the long kitchen 
table ; bat as this last seemed to be her destiny, she sub* 
mitted without a mnrmur, contenting herself the while by 
building castles^ jnst as many a child has done before her, 
and will do again. Somehow, too, Dora's castles, particu- 
larly the one of which she was mistress, were always large 
and beautiful, just like Eugenia's description of Hose Hill, 
to which she had listened with wonder, it seemed so natu- 
ral, so familiar, so like the realization of what she had 
many a time dreamed, while her hands were busy with the 
dish-towel or the broom. 

Dora was a strange child — so her mother and her aunt 
Sarah both had told her — so her teachers thought, and so 
her companions said, when she stole away by herself to 
thinJCf preferring her own thoughts to the pastime of her 
schoolmates. This thinking was almost the only recreation 
which Dora had, and as it seldom interfered with the prac- 
tical duties of her life, no one was harmed if she did some- 
times imagine the most improbable things ; and if for a few 
days succeeding her cousin's yisit to Rose Hill, she did seem 
a little inattentive, and somewhat abstracted, it was merely 
because she had for a time changed places with the fashion- 
able Mrs. Hastings, who.se blue silk morning-gown, while 
discussed in the parlor, was worn in fancy in the kitchen. 

Dream on, Dora Deane, dream on — ^but guard this, your 
last imagining, most carefully from the proud Eugenia, who 
would scarce deem you worthy to take upon your lips the 
name of Mrs. Hastings, much less to be eren w fancy the 
Biistress of Hose Hill. 

# 
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CHAPTER VI. 

MB. AKB HB9. HASTINGS. 

In blissful ignorance of the gossip which his movements 
were exciting in Dnnwood, Mr. Hastings in the citj went 
qnietly on with the preparations for his removal, purchasing 
and storing away in divers baskets, boxes and bags, many 
luxuries which he knew he could not readily procure in the 
country, and which would be sadly missed by his young 
girl-wife, who sat all day in her mother's parlor, bemoaning 
her fate in being thus doomed to a life in the '' horribly 
vulgar country." She had forgotten that she could live 
anywhere with him^" for the Ella Hastings of to^ay is the 
Ella Grey of little more than a year ago, the same who had 
listened to the sad story of Dora Deane, without ever think- 
ing that some day in the future she should meet the little 
girl who made such an impression upon her husband. 

Howard Hastings was not the only man who, with a 
grand theory as tp what a wife ought to be, had married 
from pure farey ; finding too late that she whom he took 
for a companion was a mere plaything — a doll to be 
dressed up and jent out into the fashionable world, where 
alone her happiness coullr be found. Still the disappoint- 
ment to such is not the less bitter, because others, loo, are 
Buffering' from the effect of a like hallucmation, and Howard 
Hastings feJt it most keenly. He loved, or Cawd^^ Va 
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loved, Ella Grey devotedly, and when in her soft flowlisg 
robes of richly embroidered lace, with the orange blossoms 
resting upon her golden curls, and her long eye-lashes veil 
ing her eyes of blue, she had stood at the altar as his bride, 
there was not in all New York a prouder or a happier man. 
Alas, that in the intimate relations of married life, there 
should ever be brought to light faults whose existence was 
. never suspected I Yet so it is, and the honey-moon had 
scarcely waned, ere Mr. Hastings began to feel a very little 
disappointed, as, one after another, the peculiarities of his 
wife were unfolded to his view. 

In all his pictures of domestic bliss, there had ever been 
a home of his own, a cheerful fireside, to which, he could 
repair, when the day's toil was done, but Ella would not 
hear of housekeeping. To be sure, it would be very pleasant 
to keep up a grand establishment and give splendid dinner- 
parties, but she knew that Howard, with his peculiar 
notions, would expect her to do just as his '' dear, fussy old 
mother did," and that, she wouldn't for a moment think of, 
for she really " did not know thQ names of one half the queer 
looking things in the kitchen." 

" She will improve as she groys older — she is very young 
yet, but little more than eighteen," thought Mr. Hastings; 
and his heart softened toward her^ as he remembered the 
kind of training she had received from her mother, who was 
a pure slave of fashion, and would have deemed her daugh- 
ters degraded had they possessed any knowledge of work 

And still, when the aristocratic Howard Hastings had 
sued for Ella's hand, she felt honored, notwithstanding that 
DOth his mother and sister were Kown to be well skilled in 
everything pertaining to what she called " drudgery." To 
remove his wife from her mother's influence, and at the 
5ame time prolong her life, for she was really very delicate, 
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was Mr. Hastings's aim ; and as he had always fancied a 
home in the conntrj, he at last purchased Rose Hill farm la 
spite of Ella's tears, and the frowns of her mother, who 
declared it impossible for her daughter to live withont 
Bodet J, and pronounced all country people " rough, ignorant 
and vulgar." 

All this Ella belieyed, and though she was far too 
amiable and sweet-tempered to be really angry, she came 
very near mUdng all the way from New York to Dunwood 
But when at the depot, she met the new carriage and horse& 
which had been purchased expressly for herself, she was 
somewhat mollified, and telling her husband "he was the 
best man in the world," she took the reins in her own little 
soft, white hands, and langhcd aloud as she saw how the 
spirited creatures obeyed her slightest wish. From the par- 
lor windows of Locust Grove, Eugenia and her sister looked 
out upon the strangers, pronouncing Mr. Hastings the most 
elegant-looking man they had ever seen, while his wife, the 
girlish Ella, was thought far too pale to be very beautiful. 

Near the gate at the entrance to Rose Hill, was a clear 
limpid stream, where the school-children often played, and 
where they were now ass'^ihjed. A little apart from the 
rest, seated upon a mossy bank, with her bare feet in the 
running water, and her ]:ich auburn hair shading her brown 
cheeks, was Dora Deane, not dreaming this time, but watch* 
ing so intently a race between two of her companions, that 
she did not see the carriage until it was directly opposite. 
Then, guessing who its occnpants were, she started up, 
!K)loring crimson as she saw the lady's eyes fixed upon her, 
and felt sure she was the subject o^remark. 

" Look, Howard," said Ella. " I suppose that is what 
you call a rural sight — a bare-foot girl, with a burnt fo^e 
and huge sun-bonnet 7" 
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Ere Mr. Hastings oonld reply, Dora, wisbii^ to redeem 
her character, which she was sure she had lost bj hmng 
been canglit with her feet in the brook, darted forward and 
opening the gate, held it for them to pass. 

** Shall I give her some money 1^ softly whii^red EQa^ 
feeling for her purse. 

" Hnsh-sh I" answered Mr. Hastings, for he knew that 
money would be an insult to Dora, wh' felt more than 
repaid by the pleasant smile he gave her as ^e said, " Thank 
you, miss.*' 

'' I have seen a face like his before,'' thought Dora, as 
she walked slowly down the road, while the carriage kept 
on its way, and soon carried Ella to her new home. 

Not to be pleased with Rose Hill was impossible, and as 
the young wife's eye fell upon the handsome building, with 
its cool, yine-wreathed piazza — upon the shaded walks, the 
sparkling fountains and the thousands of roses which were 
now in full bloom, she almost cried with delight, even foi^ 
getting, for a time, that she was in the " hoirid country." 
But she was ere long reminded of the fact by Mrs. Leah, 
who told of the " crowds of gaping people," who had been 
up to see the house. With a deprecating glance at the Tii« 
lage where the " gaping people " were supposed to live, Ella 
drew nearer to her husband, expressing a wish that the good 
folks of Dunwood would confine their calls to the house and 
grounds, and not be troubling her. But in this she was des- 
tined to be disappointed, for the inhabitants of Dunwood 
were friendly, social people, who knew no good reason why 
they should not be on terms of equality with the little lady 
of Eose Hill ; and one afternoon, about a week after her 
arrival at Dunwood, she was told that some ladies wert 
waiting for her in the parlor. 

•* Dear me I Sophy," said she, while a ftown for an 
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faisUiit clouded her pretty face, " tell them Tm not at 
home.'' 

" But I just told them you were/' answered Sophy, add- 
ing ' that " the ladies were well-dressed and fine looking,'' 
and suggesting that her young mistress should wear down 
something more appropriate than the soiled white mnslin 
wrapper in which she had lounged all day, because " it was 
not worth her while to dress, when there was no one but her 
hushamd to see her.'' 

This, however, Ella refused to do. " It was good enough 
fbr country folks," she said, as she rather reluctantly 
descended to the parlor, where her first glance at her Tisi- 
toTS made her half regret that she had not followed Sophy's 
advice. Mrs. Judge Howell and her daughter-in-law were 
refined, cultivated women, and ere Ella had conversed with 
them* five minutes, she felt that if there was between them 
any p<»nt of inferiority, it rested with herself, and not with 
them. They had travelled much, both in the Old and New 
World ; and though their home was in Boston, they spent 
almost every summer in Dunwood, which Mrs. Howell pro- 
nounced a most delightful village, assnring Ella that she 
could, not well avoid being happy and contented. Very 
wonderii^ly the large childish blue eyes went up to the face 
of Mrs. Howell, who, interpreting aright their expression, 
casually remarked that when she ¥ras young, she fell into the 
foolish error of thinking there could be nobody outside the 
walla of a city. " But the experience of sixty yeara has 
cbflaf:ed my mind materially," said she, " for I have met 
ijoito aa many refined and cultivated people in the country 
M in the dty.'^ 

This was a new idea to Ella, and the next visitors, who 
cam* in just after Mrs. Howell left, were obliged to wait 
whito she made quite an elaborate toilet. 
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'' Oh, Ella, Iiow much better you are lookiug than joi 
were au hour or two since/' exclaimed Mr. Hastings^ who 
entered the chamber just as his wife was leaying it. 

" There's company in the parlor," answered Ella, trip 
ping lightly away, while her hosband walked on into the 
dressing-room,, where he stepped Grst over a pair of slippers, 
then over a mnslin wrapper, and next over a towel, which 
Ella in her haste had left npon the floor, her usual place for 
everything. 

This time the visitors proved to be Eugenia and Alice, 
with the first of whom the impulsive Ella was perfectly 
delighted, she was so refined, so genteel, so richly dressed, 
and assumed withal such a patronizing air, that the short> 
sighted Ella felt rather overawed, particularly when she 
spoke of her " Uncle in India," with whom she was " stuk a 
favorite." During their stay, servants were introduced as a 
topic of conversation, and on that subject Eugenia was 
quite as much at home as Mrs. Hastings, descanting at* 
large upon the many annoyances one was compelled to 
endure, both from the " ignorance and impertinence of hired 
help." Once or twice, too, the words " my waiting-maid ^ 
escaped her lips, and when at last she took her leave, she 
had the satisfaction of knowing that Mrs. Hastings was duly 
impressed with a sense of her importance. 

" Such charming people I never expected to find in the 
country, and so elegantly dressed too," thought Ella, as 
'rom her window she watched them walking slowly down 
the long avenue. " That silk of Miss Eugenia's could net 
have cost less than two dollars a yard, and her hands, too^ 
were as soft and white as mine. They must be wealthy-— 
those Deanes : I wonder if they ever give any parties." 

And then, as she remembered sundry gossamer fabrid 
which were dignified by the title of party dresses, and 
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which, with many tears she had folded away as somethiDg 
she should never need in the country, she exclaimed aload, 
*' Why, can't / have a party here as well as at home f 
The hoas8 is a great deal larger than the long narrow thing 
on which mamma prides herself so much. And then it will 
be such fan to show off before the country people, who, 
of course, are not all as refined as the Deanes. I'll speak to 
Howard about it immediately." 

** Speak to me about what 1" asked Mr. Hastings, who had 
entered the parlor in time to hear the last words of his wife. 

Very briefly Ella stated to him her plan of giving a large 
party as soon as a sufficient number of the village people 
had called. 

** You know you wish me to be sociable with them," she 
continned, as she saw the slightly comical expression of her 
husband's face ; ** and how can I do it better than by 
inviting them to my house 7" 

"I am perfectly willing for the party," answered Mr. 
Hastings, "but I do rather wonder what has so soon 
changed your mind." 

" Oh, nothing much," returned Ella, " only the people 
don't seem half as vulgar as mamma said they would. I 
wish yon could see Eugenia Deane. She's perfectly roag« 
nificent — wears a diamond ring, Valenciennes lace, and all 
^t. Her mother is very wealthy, isn't she V 

"I have never supposed so — if you mean the widow 
Deane, who lives at the place called 'Locust Grove,'" 
answered Mr. Hastings ; and Ella continued, '' Yes, she 
h, I am sure, from the way Eugenia talked. They keep 
servants, I know, for she spoke of a waiting-maid. Then, 
too, they have an old bachelor uncle in India, with a mil* 
lion or more, and these two young ladies will undoubtedly 
inherit it all at his death." 
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" Miss Deane most have been very communicatiye,'' 6aid 
Mr. Hastings, who understood the world much better thsQ 
his wife, and who readily gaessed that Miss Engenia had 
Dassed herself off for quite as much as she was. 

*' It was perfectly natural for her to tell me what she 
didi'^ answered Ella, " and I like her so much ! I mean 
to drive over there soon, and take her out riding.'' 

Here the conversation was interrupted by the ringing 
of the door-bell, and it was not again resumed until the 
Monday morning following, when, at the breakfast-table 
Ella asked for the carriage to be sent round, as '' she was 
going to call at Mrs. Deane's, and take the young ladies to 
ride." 

" But it is washing-day,*' suggested Mr. Hastings, wisli- 
ing to tease his wife. " And nothing," I am told, " morti- 
fies a woman more than to be caught with her hair in 
papers, and her arms in the suds. So, if you value your 
friend Eugenia's feelings, you had better wait until to-mor- 
row." 

" Suds, Howard I What do you mean ?" asked the 
indignant Ella. "Engenia Deane's hands never saw a 
wash-tub I Why, they are almost as white as mine." And 
the little lady glanced rather admiringly at the small snowy 
fingers, which handled so gracefully the heavy knife and 
fork of silver. 

" You have my permission to go," said Mr. Hastings, 
** but I am inclined to think youll have to wait a long time 
for your friends to make their appearance." 

Mentally resolving not to tell him if she did, Ella ran up 
io bor room, where, leaving her morning dress in the middle 
of the floor, and donning a handsome plaid silk, she dc< 
Bonded again to the parlor, and suggested to her husband 
the propriety of bringing the young ladies home with hef 



lo dinner, alleging^ as one reason, that " there was no use 
^f haTing a silver dining set and nice things, nnless there 
was somebody to see them.'' 

" And am not I somebody 7" asked Mr. Hastings, playfolly 
winding his arm aronnd the little creature, who answered, 
** Why, yes — bnt m^ma nerer thought it worth her while 
always to hare the best things and fix up when there was no 
one to dinner bat ns and father ; and I don't think I need to 
be so particular as when I was Ella Qrey and yon were 
Ifr. Hastings, for now I am yonr wife, and yon are'' 

Here she pansed, whUe she stooped down to earess a huge 
Newfoandland dog, which came bonnding in. Then, re- 
membering she had not finished her sentence, she added, 
after a moment, '* And yon are only Howard P 

Sflenced, if not conyinced, Mr. Hastings walked away, 
wondering if erery hnsband, at the expiration of fifteen 
months, reached the enyiable position of being " only How- 
ard P Half an hour later, and Ella Hastings, baring left 
erders with Mrs. Leah for a *' company dinner," was riding 
down the shaded avenne into the highway, where she bade 
(he fioftchmaB drire in the du-ection of Locost Orore 
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CHAPTER Vn.. 

THE VISIT, 

Thb plain though comfortable breakfast of drj toast, 
baked potatoes and black tea was over. This morning it 
had been eaten from the kitchen table ; for, as Mr. Hastings 
had surmised, it was vxuhing dof, and on snch occasions, 
wishing to save work, Mrs. Deane would not suffer the 
dining-room to be occupied. To this arrangement the proud 
Eugenia submitted the more readily, as she knew that at 
this hour they were not liable to calls ; so, she who had 
tdked of her waiting-maid and wealthy uncle to Mrs. Hast- 
ings, sat down to breakfast with her waiting-maid, eating 
her potatoes with a knife and cooling her tea in her saucer ; 
two points which in the parlor she loudly denounced as posi- 
tive marks of ill breeding, but which in ihe kitchen, where 
there was no one to see her, she found vastly convenient ! 
Piles of soiled clothes were scattered over the floor, and 
from a tub standing near, a volume of steam was rising, 
almost hiding from view the form of Dora Deane, whose 
round red arms were diving into the suds, while she to her- 
self was softly repeating the lesson in History, that day to 
be recited by her class, and which she had learned the 
Saturday night previous, well knowing that Monday's duties 
would keep her from school the entire day. 

In the chamber above — her long, straight hair plaited up 
in braids, so as to give it the wavy appearance she had so 
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tBoeh admired in Mrs. Hastings — ^her bead enreloped in a 
black silk apron and her hands incased in bnckskin glovefl, 
was Eugenia, setting her room to rights, and complaining 
with every breath of her hard lot, in being thos obliged to 
exert herself on hot summer mornings. 

" Don't you wish yon were rich as Mrs. Hastings," asked 
ARce, who chanced to come in. 

" That I do," returned Eugenia. ** I have been nncom- 
fortable and discontented ever since I called upon her, for I * 
can't see why there shonld be such a differeuce. She has 
all the money, servants and dresses which she wants, besides 
the handsomest and most elegant man foV a husband ; while 
I, Eugenia Deane, who am ten times smarter than she, and 
coold appreciate these things so much better, am obliged to 
make all sorts of shifts, jnst to keep np appearances. But 
didn't I impress her with a sense of mj greatness P^ she added, 
after a pause, and Alice rejoined, " Particularly when yoa 
talked of your waitifog-maid ! I don't see, Eugenia, how you 
dare do such things, for of course Mrs. Hastings will event* 
ually know that you mean Dora.'' 

'* I'm not so sure of that," returned Eugenia ; " and even 
if she does, I fancy I have tact enough to smooth it over 
with her, for she is not very deep." 

For a moment Alice regarded her sister intently, and 
then said, " I wonder from whom you take your character 
for deception." 

" I've dwelt upon that subject many a time myself," an- 
swered Eugenia, '^ and I have at last come to the conclusion 
Ijiat as father was not famous for sense of any kind, I must 
be a second and revised edition of mother — ^but hark, don't 
yon hear the roll of wheels 7" And springing up, she reached 
the window jnst as Mrs. Hastings alighted from her carriage, 
which stood before the gate. 
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" Great goodness I'' she exclaimed, " there's M «. Hastingi 
coming here to call — and / in this predicament. What sAaH 
I do r 

" Let her wait, of course, until we change our dresses," 
answered Alice, and rushing down the stairs, Engenia bade 
Dora " show the lady into the parlor," adding, " and if she 
asks for me, say I am suffering from a severe headache, btft 
you presume I will see her.** 

Perfectly delighted at the idea of standing face to face 
with a person of whom she had heard so much, Dora re- 
mored her high-necked apron, and throwing it across the 
tub so that the sleeres trailed upon the floor, was hurrying 
away, when her foot becoming accidentally entangled in the 
apron, she fell headlong to the floor, bringing with her tub, 
sudSf clothes and all 1 To present herself in this drenched 
condition was impossible, and in a perfect tremor lest Mrs. 
Hastings should go away, Engenia vibrated, brush in hand, 
between her own chamber and the head of the kitchen 
stairs, scolding Dora unmercifully in the- one place, and pull* 
ing at the long braids of her hair in the other. 

At last. Just as Mrs. Hastings was about despairing of 
being heard, and was beginning to think that possibly her 
husband might be right and Eugenia in the suds after all, a 
chubby, brown-faced girl appeared, and after giving her a 
searching, curious glance, showed her into the parlor. 

"Are the young ladies at home ?" asked Mrs. Hastings ; 
and Dora, who had never told a falsehood in her life, and 
had no intention of doing so now, replied that they were^ 
and would soon be down ; after which, with a low courtesy,* 
ghe went back to the scene of her late disaster, while Mrs. 
Hastings busied herself awhile by looking around the' room, 
which, though small, was '^ry handsomely furnished. 

At last, beginning to grow sleepy, she took up a bool^ 
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and succeeded in interesting herself so fat as to nod quite 
approvingly, when the rustle of female garments aroused 
her, and in a moment Eugenia and Alice swept into the 
room. Both were tastefully dressed, while about Eugenia 
there was an air of languor befitting the severe headache, of 
which Mrs. Hastings was surprised to hear. 

'' Then that girl didn't tell you as I bade her to do,'' said 
Eugenia; adding, that " Mrs. Hastings must have thought 
her very rude to keep her so long waiting." 
^ But Mrs. Hastings was too good-natured to think any- 
thing, and, after a few common-place remarks, she told the 
object of her call, saying, that " the fresh air would, un- 
doubtedly, do Eugenia good." In this opinion the young 
lady fully concurred, and, half an hour later, she was slowly 
riding through the principal streets of Dunwood, wondering 
if her acquaintances did not envy her for being on such 
terms of intimacy with the fashionable Mrs. Hastings. Very 
politely were the young ladies received by Mr. Hastings, on 
their arrival at Rose Hill, and throughout the entire day 
their admiration, both for the place and its owner, increased, 
though Eugenia could not conceal from herself the fact, that 
she stood very much in fear of the latter, whose keen black 
eyes seemed to read her very thoughts. How such a man 
came to marry Ella Orey, was to her a puzzle; and if occa- 
sionally she harbored the thought that Eugenia Deane was 
far better suited to be the mistress of Howard Hastings's 
home than the childish creature he had chosen, she was only 
guilty of what had, in a similar manner, been done by more 
than oho New York belle. Dinner being over, Ella led the 
way to an upper balcony, which opened from her chamber, 
ftnd which was a- cool, shaded spot. Scarcely were they 
seated, when remembering something she had left in the 
parlor, she went back for it, and in returning^ she ran u^ 
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the stairs so swiftly that a sadden dizziness came oyer hei; 
and with a low crj she fell half fainting into the arms oi 
her husband, who bent tenderly over her, while Eagenia 
made many anxious inquiries as to what was the matter, 
and if she were often thus affected. 

" Yes, often," answered Ella, who began to revive; then, 
as the perspiration gathered thickly about the white lips, 
she pressed her blue-veined hand upon her side, and cried, 
" The pain — the pain I It has come again. Country air 
won't do me any good. I shall die of consumption, just flr 
mother said." And as if she saw indeed the little grave, 
on which the next summer's sun would shine, she hid her 
face in her husband's bosom, and sobbed aloud. Instantly 
a dark thought flashed upon Eugenia — a thought which 
even she would not harbor, and casting it aside, she drew 
nearer to the weeping Ella, striving by an increased tender- 
ness of manner to atone for having dared to think of a time 
when the little wDlow chair on the balcony would bo empty, 
and Howard Hastings free. Soon rallying, Ella feigned to 
smile at her discomposure, saying that '^ consumption had 
been preached to her so much that she always felt frightened 
at the slightest pain in her side," thoughtlessly adding, as 
she glanced at her husband, " I wonder if Howard would 
mlsB me any, were I really to die." 

A dark shadow settled upon Mr. Hastings's face, but he 
made no reply; and Eugenia, who was watching him, fan- 
cied she could read his thoughts; but when they at last 
started for home, and she saw how tenderly he wrapped a 
warm shawl around his delicate young wife, who insisted 
upon gomg with them, she felt that however frivolous and 
oncompanionable Ella might be, she was Howard Hastings's 
wife, and as such, he would love and cherish her to tht 
last. 
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By her window in the attic sat Dora Deane, poring over 
tomorrow's lessons; bat as the silvery voice of Ella fell upon 
her ear, she arose, and going to he^ cousin's chamber, looked 
out upon the party as they drew near the gate. 

" How beautiful she is I" she whispered to herself, as, 
dropping her shawl, and flinging back her golden curls, Ella 
sprang up to reach a branch of locust blossoms, which grew 
above her head. « 

Then, as she saw how carefully Mr. Hastings rq)1aced 
ihe shawl, drawing his wife's arm within his own, she stole 
back to her room, and, resuming bw seat by the window, 
dreamed, as maidens of thirteen will, of a time away In the 
future, when she, too, might perhaps be loved even as was 
the gentle Ella Hastii^^s. 
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THS PABTT. 

0ns pleasant Jolj mon^g, the people of Danwood were 
dectiiied by the news that on Thorsdaj oTening, Mn 
Howard HaaUngs would be at home to between one lutd 
tvro hundred of her friinds. Among the first invited was 
Engeniay who, had l>een MrSi Hastings's chi^f adylser, kindly 
enlightening her as to the somtbodies osi'di nobodies of the tow% 
and rendering herself so generally useful, that, in a fit of ~ 
gratitude, Mrs. Hastings had promised her her brother Ste« 
phen, a fast young man, who was expected to be present at 
the party. To appear we]] in his ejea was, therefore, Euge- 
nia's ambition ; and the time which was not spent in giving 
directions at Hose Hill, was occupied at home in scolding, 
because her mother would not devise a way by which she 
could obtain a new pink satin dress, with lace overskirt, and 
flowers to match. 

It wj^ in vain that Mrs. Deane sought to convince her 
daughter how impossible it was to raise the necessary funds. 
Eugenia was determined ; and at last, by dint of secretly 
selling a half-worn dress to one Irish girl, a last year's bon- 
net to another, and a brochd shawl to another, she succeeded 
in obtaining enough for the desired purchase, lacking five 
dollars, and this last it seemed im possible to procure. But 
Eugenia never despaired; and a paragraph read one evening 
Ji a city paper, suggested to her a plan which she resolved 
to execute immediately. 
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It was nearly dark ; her mother aad sisters were m the 
rillage ; Dora was gone on an errand, and she was alone. 
Half -relnetantly, she opened the stair door which led to 
Dora's room, the low room in the attic. Up the steep stair- 
case, and through the narrow hall she went, treading softly, 
and holding her breath, as if she feared lest the dead, from 
her far-off grave in the great/city; shonld hear her noiseless 
footfall, and coma forth to prevent the wrong she meditated. 
Bat no, Fanny Deane slept calmly in her coffiu, and Eugenia 
kept on her way unmolested, until the chamber was reached. 
Then, indeed, she hesitated, for there was, to her, something 
terrifying in the darkness which had gathered in the cor- 
ners of the room, and settled like a pall upon the old green 
trunk. To reach that and secure the treasure it contained, 
woold have been the work of a moment ; but, wholly pow« 
erless to advance, Eugenia stood still, while the cold perspi- 
ration started from every pore. / 

'* I can do anything but tkcU,'* she said, at last, and, as if 
the words had given her strength to move, she turned back, 
gliding again through the narrow hall, and down the steep 
stairway, out into the open air ; and when, that night, as 
she often did, Dora looked for her mother's beautiful hair^ 
It lay in its accustomed place, unruffled and unharmed ; and 
the orphan child, as she pressed it to her lips, dreamed not 
df the danger which had threatened it, or of the snare about 
to be laid for herself by Eugenia, who could not yet give up 
the coveted dress. # 

Next morning, as Dora stood before the mirror, arrang* 
mg her long, luxuriant hair, which she usually wore in 
braids, hanging down her back, Eugenia came up, and with 
Wfi unusual degree of kindness in her manner, offered to fix 
it for her, commenting the while on the exceeding beauty of 
the rich auburn tresses, and saying, t\iat \^ di% hi^x^ vok 

8* 
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Dora's place she wculd have it ct^ ^, as by the means she 
would, when grown up, have much han^omer hair than ii 
it were suffered to remain long. Dora remembered haying 
heard her mother say the same; but she had a pride in her 
hair, which was longer and thicker than any of her compa^ 
nions' ; so she said nothing until Eugenia, who, to serve her 
own purpose, would not hesitaV to tell a falsehood^ and who 
knew how much Dora admired Mrs. Hastings, spoke of that 
lady's beautiful curls, saying they were all the result of her 
having worn her hair quite short until she was sixteen years 
of age. Then, indeed, Dora wavered. She had recently 
suffered much from the headache, too, and it might relieve 
that ; so that when Eugenia offered her a coral bracelet in 
exchange for her hair, she consented, and Alice entered the 
room just as the last shining braid dropped upon the floor. 
'' What upon earth I" she exclaimed, stopping short, and 
^ then bursting into a loud laugh at the comical appear* 
ance which Dora presented ; for Eugenia had cut close to 
the head, leaving the hair so uneven that shingling seemed 
the only alternative, and to this poor Dora finally submitted. 
When at last the performance was ended, and she glanced 
at herself in the mirror, she burst into a paroxysm of tears, 
while Alice tried to soothe her by saying that it really would 
eventually benefit her hair, and that she would not always 
look so strangely. 

But Dora, who began to suspect that it was pure self* 
ishness on % Eugenia's part, which had prompted the aci^ 
felt keenly the injustice done her, and refused to be com« 
fcrted, keeping her room the entire day, and w;eeping until 
her eyelids were nearly blistered. Meantime, Eugenia had 
hurried off to the city with her ill-gotten treasure, on which 
the miserly old Jew, to whom it was offered, looked with 
eager, longing eyes, taking care, however, to depreciate iti 
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falue^ lest Ms customer shotld expect too mach. Bat Euge- 
nia was fully his equal in management, and when at night 
she returned home, she was in possession of the satin, the 
lace, and the flowers, together with several other articles of 
finery. 

The next day was the party, and as Dora^ besides being 
exceedingly tastefal, was also neat, and handy with her 
needle, slie was kept from school, stitching the iiyelong day 
upon the dainty fabric, a portion of which had been pnr 
:hased with her hair I Occasionally, as Eugenia glanced at 
the swollen eyelids and shorn head, bending so nncomplain- 
iogly over the cloud of lace, her conscience smote her for 
what she had done ; but one thought of Stephen Grey, and 
the impression she should make on him, dissipated all such 
regrets ; and when at length the hour for making her toilet 
arrived, her jaded cousin was literally made to perform aU 
the offices of a waiting-maid. Three times was the tired 
tittle girl sent down to tiie village in quest of somethiug 
which the capricious Eugenia must have, and which, when 
brought, was not '' the thing at all," and must be exchanged* 
dp the stairs and down the stairs she went, bringing pins to 
Alice and powder to Eugenia, enacting, in short, the part of 
a second Cinderella, except that in her case no kind old 
godmother with her potent wand appeared to her relief I 

They were dressed at last, and very beautifully Eugenia 
looked in the pink satin and flowing lace, which harmonized 
80 well with her complexion, and which had been bongtix 
witb the nnited proceeds of a velvet bonnet, a delaine dress, 
a broch^ shawl, and Dora's hair I 

" Why don't you compliment me V she said to the weary 
difld, who, sick with yesterday's weeping, and the close oon- 
finement ^ to-day, had laid her aching head upon the arm 
»f the loenge. 
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Slowly nuclosing her eyes, and fiiiog them apon hei 
eoosin, Dora auswered — 

" Yoa do look beaatifolly. No one will excel yoo, I am 
Bare, unless it be Mrs. Hastings. I wish I could see Iiow 
she will dress." 

'' Yoa might go np and look in at the window ; or, if I'd 
ihoaght of it, I coald hare secured you the office of ioo^ 
waiter," said the thoughtless Eugenia, adding, as she held 
out her shawl for Dora to throw around her, '' Don't you 
wish you could attend a party at Rose Hill 7" 

There was a sneer accompanyii^ this question, which 
Dora felt keenly. Her little swelling heart was already fuU, 
and, with quiyering lips and gushing tears, she answered, 
somewhat bitterly — 

" I never expect to ]}e anybody, or go anywhere f then, 
as her services were no longer needed, she ran away to her 
humble room, where from her window she watched the many 
brilliant lights which shone frogi Rose Hill, and caught 
occasional glimpses of the airy forms which flitted before 
the open doors and windows. Once she was sure she saw 
Eugenia upon the balcony, and then, as a sense of the dif* 
ference between herself and her cousins came over her, she 
laid her down upon the old green trunk, and covering her 
face with her hands, cried out, " Nobody cares for me, or 
loves me either. 1 wish I had died that winter night Oh, 
mother I come to me, I am so lonely and so sad." 

Softly, as if it were indeed the rustle of an angel's wings, 
C£^me the evening air, through the open casement, cooling 
the feverish brow and drying the tears of the orphan girl, 
who grew strangely calm ; and when at last the moon 
looked in upon her, she was sleeping quietly, with a placid 
Boiile upon her lips. Years after, and Dora Deane remem* 
bered that summer night, when, on the hard green truok, 
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the slept SO soandly as not to hear the aogrj Yoi.ts of Eage- 
Qia, who came home sadlj oat of humor with herself and 
the world at large. 

At breakfast, next momiog, she was hardly on speaking 
terms with her 'sister, while Stephen Greyyt^ pronounced " a 
perfect bore— ^ baboon, with more hair than brains.'' 

" And to that I should not suppose you would object," 
said Alice, mischievously. " You might find it useful in ease 
of an emerg^j^cy.'' 

To this there was no reply, save an angry flash of the 
black eyes, which, it seems, had failed to interest Stephen 
Grey, who was far better pleased with the unassuming 
Alice, and who had paid the haughty Eugenia no attention 
whatever, except, indeed, to plant his patent leather boot 
apon one of her lace flounces, tearing it half off, and leaving 
a sad rent, which could not well be mended. This, then, 
was ihf^ cause of her wrath, which continued for some time; 
\i^en really wishing to talk over the events of the evening, 
she became a little more gracious, and asked Alice how sbo 
liked Mrs. Elliott, who had unexpectedly arrived from New 
York. 

"I was delighted with her," returned Alice; "she was 
such a perfect lady. And hadn't she magnificent hair I 
Just the color of Dora's/' she added, glancing at the little 
cropped head, which had been so suddenly divested of its 
beauty. 

" It wasn't all hers, though," answered Eugenia, who in- 
variably saw and spoke of every defect. " I heard her tell- 
^g Ella that she bought a braid in Rochester as she came 
«p. But what ails you ?" she continued, speaking now to 
Dora, whose eyes sparkled with some uuusiwil excitement, 
and who replied — 

"'Yon said Mrs. Elliott, from New York. A.nd that was 
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thb name of the lady who was so kind to me. Oh, if I onlj 
thongbt it were she, I'd " 

" Make yourself ridiculous, I dare say,** interrupted Eu* 
gcnia, adding, that "there was more than one Mrs. Elliott 
in the world, and she'd no idea that so elegant a lady as 
Mr. Hastings's sister ever troubled herself to look after ^ 
folks in such a miserable old hovel as the one where Dora 
had lived." 

This, however, did not satisfy the child, who, during the 
week that Mrs. Elliott remained in the neighborhood, cast 
many longing glances in the direction of Hose Hill, gazmg 
oft with tearful eyes upon a female figure which sometimes 
walked upon the balcony, and which, perhaps, was her 
benefactress. On6 night it was told at Locust Grove that 
Mrs. Elliott had gone, and then, with a feeling of desolation 
for which she could not account, Dora again laid her face 
on the old green trunk and wept. 

Poor Dora Dcane I The path she trod was dark, indeed, 
but there was light ahead, and even now it was 1 reaking 
upon her, though she knew it not 
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CHAPTER IX 



DOKA AT B08E HILL 



Sok^m was over. The glorious September days were 
gone. The hazy October had passed away, and the aatamn 
winds had swept the withered leaves from the tall trees 
which grew aroand Rose Hill; when oae cold, rainy Novem- 
ber morning, a messenger was sent to Mrs. Deane, saying 
that Mrs. Hastings wati sick, and wished to see Iier. 

'' Mrs. Hastings sent for mother I How funny I There 
most be some mistake," said Eugenia, putting her head iu 
at the door. " Are you sure it was mother ?" 

" Yes, quite sure," answered the man. " Mi*s. Hastings 
thought she would know what to do for the baby, which 
was born yesterday, and is a puuy little thing." 

This silenced Eugenia, who waited impatiently until 
nightfall, when her mother returned with a sad' account of 
affairs at Rose Hill. Mrs. Hastings was sick and nervous, 
Mrs. Leah was lazy and cross, the ^servants ignorant and 
impertinent, the house was in disorder; while Mr. Hastings, 
with a cloud on his face, ill befitting a newly-made father, 
stalked up and down the sick-room, looking in vain for an 
empty chair, so filled were they with blankets, towels, 
baby's dresses, and the various kinds of work which Ella' 
Was always beginning and never finishing. 

" Such an Ignorant, helpless, creature I uev^i ^^^ l* ^xA 
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Mrs. Deane. " Why, she donH kmyw anything — aud such 
looking rooms 1 I don't wonder her servants give her so 
mach trouble; but my heart ached for him, poor man, when 
I saw him putting away the things, and trying to make tha 
room a little more comfortable." 

It was even as Mrs. Deane had said. Ella, whose favor- 
ite theory was, " a big house, a lot of things, and chairs 
enough to put them in," was wholly unprepared for sickness, 
which found her in a sad condition. To be sure there were 
quantities of French ei;nbroidery, thread lace and fine linen, 
while the bed, on which she lay, cost a hundred dollars, and 
the rosewood crib was perfect of its kind, but there was a 
great lack of neatness and^order; and as day after day Mr. 
Hastings stood with folded arms, looking first from one win- 
dow and then from the other, his thoughts were far from 
being, agreeable, save when he bent over the cradle of his 
first-born, and then there broke over his face a look of un- 
utterable tenderness, which was succeeded by a shade of 
deep anxiety as his 'eye rested 'upon his frail young wife, 
whose face seemed whiter even than the pillow on which it 
lay. 

After a few weeks, during which time Ella had gained a 
little strength and was able to see her friends, Eugenia 
came regularly to Rose Hill, sitting all day by the bedside 
of the invalid, to whom she sometimes brought a glass of 
water, or some such tiivial thing. Occasionally, too, she 
would look to 8ee if the baby were asleep, pronouncing it 
•* a perfect little cherub, just like its mother ;" and there 
her services ended, for it never occurred to her that she 
could make the room much more cheerful by picking up 
and putting away the numerous articles which lay scattered 
around, and which were a great annoyance to the more 
orderly Mr. Hastings. Once, when Ella, as usual, was 
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ttqmtiatiog apoQ her goodness, asking her husband if she 
were not the best girl in the world, and saying "thej nrasi 
make her some handsome present in retom for aU she had 
done,'' he replied, " I confess, I shonld think more of Miss, 
Deane, if she did yon any real good, or rendered yon any 
actnal serrice ; bnt^ as far as I can discoyer, she merely sits 
here talking to yon until yon are wearied out." 

« Why, what would yon hare her do V asked Ella, her 
large blue eyes growing larger and bluer. 

" I hardly know myself,'' answered Mr. Hastings ; " but 
it seems to me that a genuine woman could not sit day 
after day in such a disorderly room as this." 

" Oh, Howard I" exclaimed Ella, " you surely cannot 
expect Eugenia Deane to do a servant's duty. Why, she 
has been as delicately brought up as I, and knows quite as 
little of work." 

" More shame for her if this is true," answered Mr. Has- 
tings somewhat bitterly, and Ella continued, " You'ye got 
such queer . ideas, Howard, of wonum^s dtUies. I should 
suppose you would have learned, ere this, that few ladies are 
like your mother, who, though a blessed good soul, has the 
oddest notions.^ 

" But they make a man's home mighty comfortable, those 
odd notions of mother's," said Mr. Hastings ; then, knowing 
how ns^ess it would be to argue the point he was abon^ 
changing the subject, when the new nurse who had been 
there but a few days (the first one having quarrelled with 
Mrs. Leah, and gone home), came in and announced her 
btention of leaving also, saying, " she would not live in the 
lame house with old mother Leah I" 

It was in vain that Mr. Hastings tded to soothe the 
angry girl — she was determined, and for a second time was 
EUa left alone. « 



C6 DORA DEANl. 

"Oh, what will become of me?'' she groantd, as the 
door closed upon her late narse. " Do, pray, Howard, go to 
the kitchen and get me some — some— J donH know ibAoI, 
but get me sometMng /" 

With a very yague idea as to what he was to get or to 
do, Mr. Hastings left the room just as it was entered by 
Eugenia, to whom Ella detailed her grievances. " Her 
head ached dreadfully, Howard was cross, and her nurse 
gone. Oh, Eugenia !" she cried, "what shall I do 7 I wi&b 
I could die. Don't ever get married. What shall I do ?" 

And hiding her face in the pillow, po(^ Ella sobbed 
bitterly. For a time £ugenia stood, revolying the propriety 
of offoiung Dora as a substitute in the place of the girl who 
had just left. "Mother can work a little harder,^ she 
thought. " And Alice can help her occasionally. It will 
please Mr. Hastings, I know. Poor man, IpUp him /" 

So, more on account of the piiy she felt for Mr.^ Hastings, 
than for the love she bore his wife, she said at last, " ^e 
ha?e a little girl at our house, who is very capable for one 
of her years. I think she would be quite handy in a sick 
room. At all eyents, she can rock the baby. Shall I send 
her up until you get some one else ?" 

" Oh, if you only would," answered Ella. " I should be 
so glad." 

So, it was arranged that Dora should come next morn* 
Ing, and then Eugenia, who was this time in a hurry, took 
her leave, having first said that Mrs. Hastings "needn't 
think strange if Dora called her cousin, and her mother <mtU^ 
for she was a poor relation, whom they had taken out of 
charity I" 

At first Mrs. Deane objected to letting her niece go, 
" for she was needed at home,'' she said ; but Eugenia 
finally prevailed, as she geoerally did, and the next mprniug 
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ihn^ who was rather pleased with the change, started 
boodle in hand for Rose Hill. She had never been there 
heiofre, and she walked leisorelj along, admiring the beaoti- 
fill hoose and gronods, and thinking Mrs. Hastings must be 
▼erj happy to liye in so fine a place. Ella was unusually 
Denrous and low-spirited this morning, for her husband had 
gone to Sochester ; and when Dora was shown into the 
room she was indulging in a fit of crying, and paid no 
attention whatever when Mrs. Leah said, " This is the new 
girl.'' " She'll get ovjer it directly," muttered the house- 
keeper, as she went from the room, leaving Dora inexpressi- 
bly shocked at witnessing such grief in one whom she had 
thought so happy. 

"Gan I do anything for you?" she said at last, drawing 
near, and involuntarily laying her hand on the golden curls 
she had so much admired. 

There was genuine sympathy in the tones of that childish 
voice, which touched an answering chord in Ella's heart, 
and lifting np her head she gazed curiously at the little 
brown-faced girl, who stood there neatly attired in a dress 
of plain dark calico, her auburn hair, which had grown 
rapidly, combed back from her open brow, and her dark- 
blue eyes full of tears. No one could mistake Dora Deano 
for a menial, and few could look upon her without being at 
once interested ; for early sorrow had left a shade of sadness 
upon her handsome face, unusual in one so young. Then, 
too, there was an expression of goodness and truth shining 
out all over her countenance, and Ella's heart yearned 
towards her at once as towards a long^tried friend. Stretch* 
(ng out her white, wasted hand, she said, "And you are 
Dora. I am glad you have come. Thi sight of you makcA 
me feel better already," and the small, rough hand she held 
was pressed with a fervor which showed that she was sin* 
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cere in what she said. It was strange how fast tUey ^ey 
to liking each other — those two children— rfor in ^erythintg 
save years, Ella was younger far than Dora Deaiie ; and n 
was strange, too, what a change the little girl's presence 
wronght in the sick-chamber. Naturally neat and ord(uriy, 
she oonld not sit qnietly down in the midst of disorder, and 
as far as she was able, she pnt thiqgs in their proper places; 
then, as her quick-seeing eye detected piles of dost which 
for days had been unmolested, she said, " Will tt disturb 
you if I sweep V 

'* Not at all Do what you like,'' answered Ella, her own 
spirits rising in proportion as the appearance of her aar- 
ronudiDgs was improved. 

EyerythiDg was in order at last. The carpet was swept; 
the furniture dusted, the chairs emptied, the curtaips looped 
back, and the hearth nicely washed. Fresh, clesui linen 
was put upon the pillows, while Ella's tangled curls were 
carefully brushed and tucked under her tasteful cap, and 
then for the first time Dora took the baby upon her lap. It 
was a little thing, but very beautiful to the young mother, 
and beautiful, too, to Dora, when she learned that it^ name 
was " Fannie." 

*^ Fannie P' how it carried her back to the long ago, 
when her father had spoken, and her- precious mother had 
answered to that blessed name I And how it thrilled her 
as she repeated it again and again, while her tears fell like 
rain on the face of the unconscious infant. 

" Why do you cry ?" asked Ella, and Dora answered, " 1 
am thinking of mother. Her name was Fannie, and I shall 
love the baby for her sake." 

" Has your motber long been dead ? Tell me of her,** 
said EUa ; and drawing her chair close to the bedside, Dora 
told the sad story of her life, while Ella Hastings's tears feU 
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lMt«id her eyes opened wide with wonder as she heard of 
the dreary room, the dead mother, the bitter cold night, and 
of the good lady who brought them aid. 

Starting np in bed and looking earnestly at Dora, Ella 
■aid, " And you are the little girl whom Howard and Mrs. 
Elliott foand sleeping on her mother's neck that New Tear's 
manung. Bnt God didn't let yon Areese. He saved joa 
to live trith me, which yon will do always. And I will be 
ia yoa a sister, for I know you most be good." 

And the impnlsive creature threw her arms around the 
neck of the astonished Dora, who for some time could not 
speak^ so surprised and delighted was she to learn that her 
benefactress was indeed the sister of Mr. Hastings. After 
a moment, Ella continued, " And you came to lire with 
some distant relatires — ^with Mrs. Deane ?" 

" Tes, with Aunt Sarah," answered Dora, stating briefl) 
the comparatively double relationship that existed between 
herself and her cousins, and casually mentioning her uncle 
Nathaniel, whom she had never seen. 

" Then he is ftmr uncle, too — ^the old East India man, 
whose heir Eugenia is to be. I should think he would send 
3!ie?» money." 

" He never does," said Dora, in a choking voice. " He 
sent some to Eugenia once, but .none to me," and a tear at 
her uncle's supposed coldness fell on the baby's head. 

Ella was puzzled, but she could not doubt the truth of 
what Dora had said, though she wLsely refrained from be- 
traying Eugenia, in whom her confidence was slightly 
shaken, bat was soon restored J>y the appearance of the 
young lady herself, who overwhelmed her with caresses, 
and went into ecstasies over the little Fannie, thus surely 
winning her way to the mother's heart. Owing to a severe 
sold from which Eugenia was suffering, she left for \iQ\sA 
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aboat dark, and soon after her departure, Ella beg^ii to eX 
pect her hasband. 

** If you will tell me where to find his dressmg^im and 
slippers, Til bring them oat for him/' said Dora, wheeling 
up before the glowing grate the large easy-chair which she 
felt almost sure was occupied by Mr. Hastings. 

" His gown and slippers 1'' repeated Ella. ** It's an age 
^nce I saw them, but I guess they are in the dressing-room, 
either behind the door, or in the bla'^k trunk, or on the 
shelf — or, stay, I shouldn't wonder if they were on the clasei 

And there, under a promiscuous pile of other garments, 
Dora found them, sadly soiled, and looking as if they had 
not seen the light for many a day. Shaking out yie gown, 
and brushing the dust from off the Clippers, she laid them in 
the chair, and Ella, who was watching her, said, " Pray, 
what put that into your mind ?" 

" I don't know," returned Dora ; " only I thought, pe^ 
haps, you did so, when you were well. Ever so long ago, 
before pa died, mother made him a calico dressing-gown, and 
he used to look so pleased when he found it in his chair." 

" Strange I never thought of such things," softly whis- 
pered Ella, unconsciously learning a lesson from the little 
domestic girl, who brushed the hearth, dropped the curtains, 
lighted the lamp, and then went out to the kitchen in quest 
of milk for Fannie. 

^* He will be so happy and pleased !" said Ella, as, lifting 
up her head, she surveyed the cheerful room. 

And happy indeed he wabi It was the first time he had 
left his wife since her illness, and with a tolerable degree of 
satisfaction he took his seat in the evening cars. We say 
tolerable, for though he was really anxious to see ElU and 
the baby, he was in no particular haste to see^^he r o^m in 
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irbich be bad left them ; and rather relactaDtly he entered 
his handsome dwelling, startuig bacK when he opened the 
door of the-fiack chamber, and half thinking he had mifih 
taken another man's house for his own. But EUa'i voioo 
reaFsnred him, and in a few moments he had heard from her 
tlie story of Dora Deane, who ere long came in, and was 
daly presented. Taking her hand in his, and looking down 
upon her with his large black eyes, he said, ^* I hare seen 
yon before, I belieye, but I did not then think that when we 
met again I should be so much indebted to you. I am glad 
you are here, Dora." 

Once before had he held that hand in his, and now, as 
then, the touch sent the warm blood bounding through her 
veins. She had passed through much since that wintry 
morning, had grown partially indifferent to coldness and 
neglect, but the extreme kindness of Mr. and. Mrs. Hastings 
touched her heart ; and stammering out an almost inaudible 
reply, she turned away to hide her tears, while Mr. Hast- 
ings, advancing towards the fire, exclaimed, " My double 
gownl And it's so long since I saw it! To whose thought* 
fulness am I indebted for this ?" 

" Twas Dora," answered Ella. " She thinks of every- 
thing. She is my good angel, and I mean to keep her 
always, if she will stay. Will you, dear ?" 

" Oh, if I only could," answered Dora; " but I can't. They 
need me at home 1" 

"Why need you? They have servants enough," said 
Ella, who had not yet identified Eugenia's waiting-maid 
with the bright, intelligent child before her. 

" We have no servants bat ine," answered the tmthftd 
Dora. ** We are poor, and I help Aunt Sarah to pay for 
my board; so, you see, I can't stay. And then, too, I must 
go to gehooL" 



It BORA DEANE. 

Perfectly astonished at this -fresh disclosure, EHa glaneed 
towards her hasband, whose qnizzical expression kept her 
silent, for it seemed to saj, " I told jon all the time, thai 
Miss Eagenia was not exactly what yon supposed her 
to be.** 

" How could she deceire me so J^ thought Ella, while Mr, 
Bastings was mentally resolring to befriend the childy in 
whom he felt such a strong interest. 

Wishing to know something of her education, he ques* 
tioned her during the evening concerning her studies, and 
the books she had read, feeling surprised and pleased to find 
how good a scholar she was, considering her adrantages. - 

" There's the germ of a true, noble woman there* I wish 
my sister could have the training of Her,'' he thought, as he 
Raw how animated she became when he mentioned her 
favorite books, and then watched her as she hovered round 
the bedside of his wife. ^ 

Very swiftly and pleasantly passed the three following 
days, and during all that time Engenia did not once appear; 
but at the close of the fourth day, a note was brought to 
Ella, saying that both Eugenia and her mother were sick, 
and Dora must come home. 

" Oh, how can I let you go V cried Ella, while Dora 
crept away into a corner and wept. 

But there was no alternative, and just at dark she came 
to say, good bye. Winding her feeble arms around her 
neck, Ella sobbed out her adieu, and then, burying her factf 
in her pillow, refused to be comforted. One kiss for l;he 
iittle Fannie — one fSarewell glance at the weeping Ella, and 
then, with a heavy heart, Dora went out IVom a place where 
Rhe had been so happy — ^went back to the home where no 
one greeted her kindly, save the old house cat, who purred 
m joyous welcome, and rubbed against her side as she 
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idndled a fire in the dark, dreary kitchen, where, on th^ 
table, were piles of dishes left for her to wash. That night, 
when, at a late hoar, she stole np to bed, the contrast 
between her hnmble room and the cozy chamber where she 
had recently slept, affected her painfully, and, mingled with 
hor nightly prayer, was the petition, that " sometimes she 
might go back and live with Mr. Hastings !^ 

Meantime at Rose EQll there was sorrowing for her, Ella 
refosing to be comforted unless she should return. Mr. Hast- 
ings, who had spent the day in the city, and did not come 
home until CTening, felt that something was wrong the 
moment he entered the door of his chamber. The fire was 
nearly out, the lamp was burning dimly, and Ella was in 
tears. 

"What is it, darling?" he asked, advancing towards 
her ; and laying her aching head upon his bosom, she told 
him of her loss, and how much she missed the little brown- 
faced girl, who had been so kind to her. 

And Howard Hastings missed her, too — ^missed the tones 
of her gentle voice, the soft tread of her busy feet, and 
more than all, missed the sunlight of comfort she had shed 
over his home. The baby missed her, too; for over her 
Dora had acquired an almost mesmeric influence, and until 
midnight her wailing cry smote painfully upon the ear of 
the father, who, before the morning dawned, had concluded 
that Bose Hill was nothing without Dora Deane. "She 
shall come back, too," he said, and the sooner to effect this, 
he started immediately after breakfast for the house of 
Mrs. Dcane. Very joyfully the deep blue eyes of Dora, 
who met him at the door, looked up into his, and her 
bright face flushed with delight when he told her why he 
had come. Both Eugenia and her mother were convalescent, 
and sitting by the parlor fire, the one in i^ «k^Si!i^ ^^^> 
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and the other in a plaid silk morniug gown. At first 
Mrs. Deane objected, when she heard Mr. HastingR'n enand, 
saying, with a sudden flash of ^ride, that ''it was not 
necessary for her niece to work out." 

"And I assure you, it is not our intention to make a 
Bervant of her," answered Mr. Hastings. " We coold not do 
otherwise than treat so near a relative of yonrs as an equal.*^ 

This last was well timed, and quite complacently Mrs. 
Deane listened, while he told her that if Dora were allowed 
to stay with them until his wife was better, she should be 
well cared for, and he himself would superintend her studies, 
so she should lose nothing by being out of school. " Come, 
Mias Eugenia,'' he continued, " please intercede for me, and, 
I assure you, both Ella and myself will be eternally grateful.'' 

He had touched the right chord at last. Humor said 
that Ella Hastings would never see another summer, and if 
before her death the husband was eternally grateful, what 
would he not be after her death ? Then, too, but the day 
before they had received a remittance from Uncle Nat, and 
with that they could afford to hire a servant ; so, when 
Eugenia spoke, it was in favor of letting •* Mr. Hastings 
have Dora just when he wanted her, if it would be any satis- 
faction to poor dear Ella I" 

A while longer Mr. Hastings remained, and when at last 
he arose to go, he was as sure that Dora Deane would 
again gladden his home as he was next morning, when from 
his library window he saw her come tripping np the walk, 
her cheeks flushed with exercise, and her eyes sparkling 
with joy, as, glancing upward, she saw him looking down 
upon her. In after years, when Howard Hastings's cnp was 
full of blessings, he often referred to tlmt morning, saying 
" he had seldom experienced a moment of deeper tliankfnl* 
ness than the one when he welcomed back again to b>9 
Sreude and hia borne the orphan Dora Deau^.^ 
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ELLA. 



ViRT pleasantly to Dora did the remainder of the wintef 
pass away. She was appreciated ut last, and nothing coald 
exceed the kindness of both Mr. and Mrs. Hastings, the lat* 
ter of whom treated her more like a sister than a servant, 
whilo even Eugenia, who came often to Rose Hill, and 
whose fawning manner had partially restored her to the 
good opinion of the fickle Ella, tried to treat her with a 
show of afifection, when she saw how much she was respected. 
Regularly each day Dora went to the handsome library, 
where she recited her lessons to Mr. Hastings, who became 
deeply interested in watching the development of her fine, 
intellectual mind. 

One thing, however, troubled her. Ella did hot improve 
and never since Dora came to Rose Hill had she sat up 
more than au hour, but lay all day on her bed, while her 
face grew white almost as the wintry snow, save when a 
bright red spot burned upon her cheeks, making her, as 
Dora thought, even more beautiful than she had been in 
health. Once in the gathering twilight, when they sat 
together alone, she startled Dora with the question, "If 
everybody a^;aid to die ?" 

•* Mother f/as not," answered Dora, and Ella continued, 
''But she was good, and I am not. I Vxa^^^ u^^^t \v\\sa 
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a worthy act in all my life. Nerer thought of death, oi 
even looked upon it, for mother told us there was no need 
of harrowing up our feelings — it would come soon enough, 
she said ; and to me, who hoped to live so long, it has come 
ioo soon — all too soon ;" and the hot tears rained through 
the transparent fingers, clasped so convulsively over her 
face. 

For many weeks Dora had felt an undefined presentiment 
of coming evil — ^had seen it in Ella's failing health — in the 
increased tenderness of Mr. Hastings's manner, whenever he 
bent over the pillow of his young wife, or bore her in his 
arms, as he sometimes did, to the window, that she might 
look out upon the garden, and the winding walks which she 
would never tread again. And now Ella herself had con- 
firmed it — had spoken of death as something very near. 

" 0^, she must not die I" was Dora's mental cry of 
anguish, as moving nearer to the bedside she grasped the 
little wasted hand which lay outside the counterpane, and 
this was her only answer, for she could not speak. There 
. was a numbness at her heart, a choking sensation in her 
throat, which prevented her utterance. But Ella understood 
her, and returning the warm pressure, she continued, "You, 
too, have seen it then, and know that I must die ; but oh 1 
you do not know how I dread the lonesome darkness of the 
grave, or the world which lies beyond. If somebody would 
go with me, or teach me the way, it wouldn't be so 
hard." 

Poor Ella I Her life had been one round of fashionable 
folly, and now that the world was fading from her view, her 
fainting soul cried out for light to guide her through the 
shadowy valley her feet were soon to tread. And light 
came at last, through the word of God and the teachings 
of the faithful clergyman, who was sent for at her rcqrest, 
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and who came daily ap to see her. There was no more fear 
now — no more terror of the narrow tomb, for there was Om 
to go with her — one whose arm was powerful to*save ; ^d 
on him Ella learned to lean, clinging still with an undying 
love to her hnsband, with whom she often talked of the timo 
v^hen he would be alone and she be far away. 

" It is so hard to give you up," she said one day, when as 
nsual he was sitting by her side ; " so hard to say good bye 
forever, and know that though you will miss me at first, and 
mourn for me too, there will come a timo when another will 
take my place — another than Ella can call you hers ; but I 
am willing," she continued, as she saw him about to speak, 
" willing that it should be so; I have loved you, Howard, 
more than you can know, or I can ever tell ; but I am not 
worthy of you. I do not satisfy the higher feelings of your 
heart ; I am not what your wife should be, and for this 
I must die. Many a night, when you were sleeping at my 
side, have I lain awake, asking myself why 7, to whom tho 
world was so beautiful and bright, must leave it so soon ; 
and as I thought over the events of our short married life, 
the answer came to me, * I cannot make you happy as you 
ought to be, and for your sake I am taken away.' " 

" Oh, Ella, Ella 1" groaned Mr. Hastings, laying his head 
beside hers, upon the pillow. 

From bis inmost soul he knew that what she said was 
true ; but for this he would not that she should die. She 
had been to him a gentle, loving wife^ the one be had chosen 
from all others to share his home ; and though he had failed 
to find in her the companion he had sought, she was very 
dear to him — ^was the mother of his child ; and the strong 
man's heart was full of anguish as he thought of giving her 
np so soon. Who would comfort him when she was gone, 
or ttpeak to him words of love ? 
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Softly the chamber door unclosed, and Dora Deane lookeil 
ia; bat seeing them thas together, she stole away into the 
garden, where the early spring grass was just starting into 
life, and there, weeping bitterly, she too prayed that Ella 
might not die. But neither tears nor prayers were of avail 
to save her. Still, for weeks she lingered, and the soft June 
air, stealing in through the open window, had more than 
once lifted the golden curls from ofif her fading brow, and 
more than one bouquet of sweet wild blossoms had been 
laid upon her pillow, ere the midnight hour, when, with an* 
guish at their hearts, Howard Hastings and Dora Deane 
watched together by her side, and knew that she was dying. 
There had been long, dreary nights of wakefulness, and the 
worn-out sufiforer had asked at last that she might die— 
might sleep the dreamless sleep from which she would never 
waken. And Howard Hastings, as night after night went 
by, and the laughing blue eyes which had won his early love 
grew dim with constant waking, had felt that it would be 
better when his loved one was at rest. But death, however 
long expected, is sudden at the last, and so it was to him, 
when he saw the shadow creeping over her face, which 
cometh once to all. She would not suffer them to rouse the 
household, she would rather die with them alone, she said, 
with Dora standing near, and her husband's arms about her, 
so that the tones of his voice should be the last sound which 
would fall upon her ear, and Dora's hand the last to minis- 
ter to her wants, 

" I have loved you so much, Howard, oh, so much 1" and 
Jho white clammy lingers, so soon to be laid away beneath 
the summer flowers, strayed lovingly through the raven 
locks of her husband, who could answer only with his tears, 
which fell fast upon her face. " And you too, Dora,'' she 
eontinued, motioning the weeping girl to advance, " I have 
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lored you too, for you have been kind to me, and when I 
am gone, you will live here still and care for my child, 
whom we have called Fannie. It is a beavUful name, Dora 
—your mother's name, and for your sake, I would fain let 
her keep it — but," turning to Mr. Hastings, and laying her 
band caressingly upon his head, " when I no longer liie, I 
would rather you should call my baby Ella Grey ; and if, 
my husband" — here^she paused to gather strength for what 
she was about to say, and after a moment continued, " if in 
coming years, another sits beside you in my chair, and the 
Yoioes of other children shall call you father, you will not 
forget your first-born, I know, but will love her better, and 
think, perchance, the oftener of me, if she bears my name ; 
for however truly you may hereafter love, it was Ella Grey 
that won your first affection. 

Again she paused, and there was no sound heard in the 
chamber of death, save the sdbs of those about to be be- 
reaved, and the faint rustling of the leaves without, which 
were gently moved by the night wind. 

" Bring me my baby," she said at last; and Dora laid the 
sleeping child in the arms of the young mother, who, clasp- 
ing it fondly to her bosom, breathed over it a dying mother's 
blessing, and with a dying mother's tears baptized it Ella 
Grey. 

There was a long, deep silence then, and when at last 
Howard Hastings lifted up his head from the pillow where 
it had been resting, and Dora Deane came timidly to his 
tide, they gazed toge; her on the face of the sweetly sleeping 
iead 
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Ella Hastings was dead. The deep-toned bell pro- 
claimed it to the people of Danwood, who, coanting the 
nineteen strokes, sighed that one so yonng should die. The 
telegraphic wires carried it to her childhood's home, in the 
far-off city 5 and while her tears were dropping fast for the 
first dead of her children, the fashionable mother did not 
forget to have her monrning in the most expensive and be- 
coming style. The servants in the kitchen whispered it one 
to the other, treading softly and speaking low, as if anght 
could disturb the slumber of her who lay so motionless and 
still, unmin(lful of the balmy summer air which kissed her 
marble cheek. The grief-stricken husband repeated it again 
and again as he sat by her side in the darkened room ; and 
only they who have felt it, can ktfow with what a crushing 
weight they fell upon his heart, the three words — ^* She is 
dead I» 

Tes, Ella was dead, and Eugenia Deane, with hypocriti 
cal tears upon her cheek, gathered fresh, white rose-buds, 
and twining them in the golden curls which shaded the face 
of the beautiful dead, dared even ther« to think that Jloyh 
ard Hastings was free ; and as she saw the silent grief of 
the stricken man, who, with his head upon the table, sat 
hour after hour, unmindful of the many who came to look on 
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what bad been his wife, her lip curled with scorn, and she 
marrelled that one so frivoloas as Ella should be so deeply 
mourned. Once she Yenturcd to speak, a^^kiug him some 
trivial thing concerning the arrangement of affairs, and with* 
out'l\)oking up, he answered, " Do as you like, until her mo- 
ther comes. She will be here to-morrow." 

So, for the remainder of the day, Eugenia flitted from the 
parlor to the chamber of death, from the chamber of death 
to the kitchen, and from the kitchen back again to the par- 
lor, ordering the servants, admitting visitors, and between 
times scolding Dora for " being so foolish as to cry herself 
sick for a person who, of course, cared nothing for her, ex- 
cept as a waiter I" 

Since the night . of her mother's death, Dora's heart had 
not been half so sore with pain. The girlish Ella had been 
very dear to her, and the tears she shed were genuine. To 
no one else would the baby go, and after dinner was over, 
the dinner at which Eugenia presided, and of which Mr. 
Hastings could not be induced to partake, she went into 
the garden with her little charge, seating herself in a pleasant 
summer-house, which had been Ella's favorite resort. It 
was a warm, drowsy afternoon, and at last, worn out with 
weeping, and the fatigue of the last night's watching, she 
fell asleep, as the baby had done before. Not long had 
she sat thus, when Mr. Hastings, too, came down the 
gravelled walk, and stood at the arbor door. The constant 
bustling in and out of Eugenia annoyed him, and wishing to 
be alone, he had come out into the open air, which he felt 
would do hun good. When his eye fell on Dora, who waa 
00 soundly sleeping to be easily aroused, he murmured, 
^ Poor child I she is wearied with so many wakeful nights;'' 
ihen, fearing lest the slender arms should relax their hold 
and drop the babe, he took it gently from her^ and folding 

4* 
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it to his bosom, sat down by her side, so that her drooping 
head conld rest upon his shoulder. 

For two long hours she slept, and it was not until the 
baby's waxen fingers gave a vigorous pull to her short, thick 
hair, that she awoke, feeling greatly surprised when she 
saw Mr. Hastings sitting near, 

" 1 found you asleep," he said, by way of explanation, 
" and knowing how tired you were, I gave you my arm for 
a pillow;" then, as the baby wished to go to her, he gave it 
up, himself going* slowly back to the lonesome house, from 
which Ella was gone forever. 

The next morning, the mother and her three youngest 
daughters, all draped in deepest black, arrived at Rose 
Hill, prepared to find fault with everything which savored 
at all of the " horrid country." Even Eugenia sank into 
nonenity in the presence of the cold, city-bred woman, who 
ignored her existence entirely, notwithstanding that she 
loudly and repeatedly expressed so much affection for the 
deceased. 

" Perhaps your daughter wrote to you of me (Miss Deane); 
we were great friends," she said, when they stood together 
in the pre ^^iike of the dead, and Mrs. Grey's emotions ha^ 
somewhat subsided. 

" Possibly; but I never remember names," returned the 
haughty lady, without raising her eyes. 

" There are so few people here with whom she could be 
intimate," continued Eugenia, *^ that I saw a great deal of 
her." 

But to this Mrs. Grey made no reply, except to ask, 
** Whose idea was it dressing Ella in this plain muslin wrap* 
per, when she has so many handsome dresses ? But it don't 
matter," she continued, as Eugenia was about to disclaim 
all participation in that affair. ** It don't matter, for no 
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one here i^preciates anything better, I dare say. Where's 
the baby ? I haven't seen that yet," she asked, as they 
were descending the stairs. 

''She's with Dora, I presume," answered Eugenia; &nd 
Mrs. Grey continued — 

** Ob, the nurse girl, whom Ella wrote so much about. 
Send her in." 

But Eugenia was not one to obey orders so peremptorily 
given, and, for a long time, Madam Grey and her three 
daughters waited the appearance of the nurse girl, who, not 
knowing that they were in the parlor, entered it at last, of 
her own accord, and stood before them with such a quiet, 
self-possessed dignity, that even Mrs. Grey treated her with 
far more respect than she had the assuming Eugenia, whose 
rule, for the time being, was at an end. Everything had 
been done wrong; and when Mr. Hastings spoke of having 
EllaT buried at the foot of the spacious garden, in a quiet, 
grassy spot, where trees of evergreen were growing, she 
held up her hands in amazement at the idea that her daugh* 
ter should rest elsewhere than in the fashionable precincts 
of Greenwood. So Mr. Hastings yielded, and on the morn- 
ing of the third day, Dora watched with blinding tears the 
long procession winding slowly down the avenue, and out 
into the highway towards the village depot, where the 
shrieking of the engine, and the rattling of the car bell 
would be the only requiem tolled for Ella Hastings, as she 
vas borne rapidly away from a spot which had been her 
home for one brief year. 

The little Ella was in Dora's arms, and as she, too, saw 
the handsome steeds and moving carriages, she laughed 
aloud, and patted the window-pane with her tiny baby 
hands. Dear little one I she did not know — would never 
know, how much she was bereaved; but Dora knew, and 
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her tears fell all the faster when she thonght that she, too^ 
most leave her, for her aunt had said to Mr. Hastings, that 
after the funeral Bora mast go home, adding, that Mrs. 
Leah woold take care of Ella until his return. So, when 
the hum of voices and the tread of feet had ceased, when 
the shutters were closed and the curtains dropped, Eugenia 
came for her to go, while Mrs. Leah came to take the child, 
who refused to leave Bora, clinging so obstinately to &er 
neck, and crying so pitifully, that even Eugenia was touched, 
and bade her cousin remain until Mr. Hastings came home. 
So Bora staid, and the timid servants, as they sat together 
in the shadowy twilight, felt not half so lonely when they 
heard her gentle voice singing the motheriess babe to sleqi. 
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CHAPTER XIL 

WAT'S AKD HEANS. 

With all the showy parade and empty pomp of a fash- 
loaable city funeraly Ella was laid to rest in Greenwood, 
and, in their darkened parlor, arrayed in the latest style of 
monming, the mother and sisters receired the sympathy of 
their friends, who hoped they wonld try to be reconciled, 
and were so sorry they conld not now go to the Springs, as 
usual. In another parlor, too, far more elegant bnt less 
showy than that of Mrs. Grey, another mother wept for her 
only son, speaking to him blessed words of comfort in his 
bereavement, and telling him of the better world, where 
again he wonld meet the loved and lost. Once she ventured 
to hope that he wonld come back again to her fireside, now 
that his was desolate, bnt he refused. Rose Hill henceforth 
would be his home, and though it was lonely and drear, he 
must in a few days go back to it ; for the sake of the little 
one, doubly dear to him now that its mother was gone. Ob, 
how sad was that journey back, and what a sense of deso- 
lation came over him, as he drew near his home, and knew 
that Ella was not there I — that never more wonld she come 
forth to meet him — ^never again would her little feet stray 
through the winding walks, or her fairy fingers pluck the 
flowers she had loved so well. 

It was near the first of July. The day had been rainy, 
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gnd the eveniDg was dark and cold. Wet, chilly, and foiw 
lorn, he entered the hall and ascended the stairs, bat he 
could not that night go to the old room and find it empty ; 
and he was passing on to his library, when the sonnd of 
Bomo one singing made him pause, while a thrill of joy ran 
through his veins, for he knew that childish voice, knew it 
was Dora Deane singing to his child. Another moment and 
he stood within the room where Ella had died. All traces 
of sickness and death had been removed, and everything 
was in perfect order. Vases of flowers adorned the mantel 
and the stands, seeming little out of place with the rain 
which beat against the window, and the fire which burned 
within the grate. In her crib lay Fannie, and sitting near 
was Dora Deane, her rich auburn hair combed smoothly 
back, and the great kindness of her heart shining out from 
the depths of her clear blue eyes. 

There, are people whose very presence brings with it a 
feeling of comfort, and such a one was Dora. Mr. Hast- 
ings had not expected to find her there ; and the sight of 
her bright face, though it did not remove the heavy pain 
from his heart, took from him the sense of utter desolation^ 
the feeling of being alone in his sorrow. 

" Dora," he exclaimed, coming to her side, " I did not 
expect this I How happened you to stay ?" 

" The baby cried so hard," answered Dora, ** that Sugenif 
told me I might remain until your return." 

*^ It was very kind and thoughtful in her, and I thank her 
very much. Will you tell her so ?" he said, involuntarily 
laying his hand on Dora's head. 

Divesting himself at last of his damp overcoat, and 
donning the warm dressing gown, which Dora brought him, 
he sat down before the fire, and listened while she told him 
bow she had staid in that room and kept it in order for him, 



WATS AND MEANS. 8) 

because sho tboagbt it would not seem half so bad to him 
if he came into it at once and fonnd it comparatively 
pleasant. 

" You are a very thoughtful girl," he said, when she had 
finished, ** and I hope I shall some time repay yon for yoar 
kindness to myself and Ella.'' 

But Dora did not wisli for any pay, and at the mention 
of Ella's name her tears burst forth afresh. The next mom* 
ing, when news of Mr. Hastings's return was* received at 
Locust Grove, Eugenia at once suggested that Dora be sent 
for immediately. " It did not look well," she said, *' for a 
good sized girl, fourteen and a half years of age, to be 
staying in the same house with a widower. Folks would 
talk 1" 

And growing suddenly very careful of her cousin's repu- 
tation, she dispatched a note to Rose Hill, requestiug her 
immediate return. Not that she really thought there would 
be any impropriety in Dora's staying with Mr. Hastings, but 
because she had a plan by which she hoped herself to see 
him every day. And in this plan she succeeded. As she 
had expected, her note brought down Mr. Hastings himself, 
who, on his child's account, objected to parting with Dora, 
unless it were absolutely necessary. 

" She is as well off there as here," said he ; " and why 
can't she stay ?" 

** I am perfectly willing she should take care of little 
Ella," answered the previously instructed Mrs. Deane, who, 
in a measure, shared her daughter's ambitious designs; " but 
it must be done here^ if at all. I can't suffer her to remain 
alone with those gossiping servants." 

" Oh, yes I" exclaimed Eugenia, speaking as if this were the 
first she bad heard of it. " That is a good idea. It will be 
delightful to have the dear little creature here, and so much 
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better for her too in case of crtmp^ or anything like that, ti 
be with an experienced person like mother I'' 

"But/' said Mr. Hastings, "this would keep Dora 
entirely from her studies, and that ought not to be." 

* I< need not," hastily interrupted Eugenia. " She eao 
go to school every day, for nothing will give me greater 
pleasure than to take care of our dear Ella's child f and 
the pocket-handkerchief went up to her face to ooncea] 
the tears which might have been there, but probably wei^ 
not. 

It was finally arranged, and in the course of a few days 
the parlor of Locust Grove was echoing sometimes to the 
laughter, and sometimes to the screaming of Little Ella 
Grey, who, from some unaccountable freak of babyhood, 
conceived a violent fancy for Eugenia, to whom she would 
' go quite as readily as to Dora, whose daily absence at 
school she at last did not mind. Regularly each day, and 
sometimes twice a day, Mr. Hastings came down to Locust 
Grove, and his manner was very kind toward Eugenia, when 
he found her, as he often did, with his baby sleeping in her 
arms. He did not know how many times, at his approach, it 
was snatched from the cradle by Eugenia, who, in reality, wa9 
not remarkably fond of baby-tending, and who, in the absence 
of the father, left the child almost wholly to the care of her 
mother and sister. Management, however, was everything, 
and fancying she had found the shortest avenue to Mr. 
Hastings's heart, she, in his presence, fondled, and petted, 
and played with his child, taking care occasionally to hint 
of neglect on the part of Dora, whom he now seldom saw, 
as, at the hour of his calling, she was generally in scliool. 
It was by such means as this, that Eugenia sought to 
increase Mr. Hastings's regard for herself, and, in a measure, 
Bhe succeeded; for though his respect for Dora was undimin 
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Uied, he could not conceal firom himself the fact that 
Eugenia was rery agreeable, rery Interesting, and yeiy kind 
to kii daughter ! 

As the antomn adyanced, and the cold rainy weather 
preclvied ont-door exercise, it was bnt natural that he 
sboald spend much of his tftne at Locast Grove, where his 
tastes were carefally studied, his favorite books read, and 
his favorite anthors discassed, while Eagenia's handsome 
black eyes smiled a welcome when he came, and drooped 
pensively beneath her long eyelashes when he went away. 
Thus the antnmn and the winter passed, and when the 
spring had come, the village of Dnnwood was rife with 
nimors concerning the attraction which drew Mr. Hastings 
so often to Locust Grove ; some sincerely pitying him if, 
indeed, he entertained a serious thought of making Eugenia 
Deane his wife, while others severely censured him for having 
so soon forgotten one whose grave had not been made a 
twelvemonth. Bat he had not forgotten, and almost every 
hoor of his life was her loved name upon his lips, and the 
long golden tress his own hand had severed from her head 
was guarded as his choicest treasure, while the dark hours 
of the night bore witness to his lonely grief. And it was to 
escape this loneliness — ^to forget for a brief time the sad 
memories of the past — ^that he went so often to Locast 
Orove, where as yet his child was the greater attraction, 
though he could not be insensible to the charms of Eugenia, 
irhp spared no pains to interest him in herself 

He was passionately fond of music, and many an hour 
•he sat patiently at the piano, seeking to perfect herself in 
a difficolt piece, with which she thought to surprise him. 
Bat nothing, however admirably executed, could sound well 
Hpon her old-fashioned instrument, and how to procure a 
new one was the daily subject of her meditations. Occa- 



10 DORA DEAXB. 

uonallj, as she remembered the beautiful rosewood pifta« 
Btaudiui; useless aud untouched in the parlors of Bose Hill, 
something whispered her to " wait and it would yet be hers." 
Rut this did not satisfy her present desire, for aside from 
the sweet sounds, with which she hoped to entrance Mr. 
Hastings, was the wish to dbke him think them much 
wealthier than they were. From one or two circumstances, 
she had gathered the impression that he thought them poor, 
and, judging him by herself, she fancied her chances for 
becoming Mrs. Hastings 2d, would be greatly increased if 
by any means he could be made to believe her comparatively 
rich. As one means of effecting this, she must and would 
have a new piano, costing not less than four hundred dol< 
lars. But how to procure the money was the question ; the 
remittance from Uncle Nat, which had come on the first day 
of January, was already half gone, and she could not, as 
she had once done before, make Dora's head keep her out of 
the difficulty. At last, a new idea suggested itself, and 
springing to her feet she exclaimed aloud, for she was alone, 
"I have it ; strange I didn't think of that before. I'll write 
to the old man, and tell him that as Dora is now fifteen, we 
would gladly send her away to school, if we had the means, 
but our expenses are so great it is impossible, unless the 
money comes from him. And he'll do it too, the old miser 1 
»-for in his first letter he said he would increase the allow-, 
ance as Dora grew older." 

Suiting the action to the word, she drew out her writing- 
desk, and commenced a letter to her ''dearest Uncle 
Nathaniel," feelingly describing to him their straitened 
circumstances, and the efforts of herself and her sister to 
keep the family in necessaries, which they were enabled to do 
very comfortably with the addition of the allowance he so 
generously sent them eYorj year. But they wished now to 
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aend Dora to school, to see if anjthlDg could be made of 
her I She had improved latterly, and they really hoped a 
change of scene would benefit her. For Dora's sake, then, 
would " her dear ancle be so kind as to send them, on the 
receipt of that letter, such a sum as he thought best, if 
•Oy he would greatly oblige his loving niece." 

** There 1 That will do," she said, leaning back in her 
ehair, and laughing as she thought what her mother and 
Alice would say, if they knew what she had done. " But 
they needn't know it," she continued aloud, ** until the money 
comes, and then they can't help themselves." 

Then it occurred to her that if Dora herself were to send 
some message, the coming of the money might be surer ; 
and calling her cousin into the room, she said : 

" I am about writing to old Uncle Nat — ^have you any 
word or anything to send him ?" 

" Oh, yes," answered Dora. " Give him my love, and tell 
him how much I wish he would come home — and stay !" she 
added, leaving the room, and soon returning with a lock of 
soft brown hair, which she laid upon the table. " Give him 
that, and tell him it was mother's." 

Had a serpent started suddenly into life before Eugenia, 
she could not have turned whiter than she did at the sight 
of that hair. It brought vividly to mind the shadowy twilight, 
the darkness in the corners, and the terror which came over 
her on that memorable nighty when she had thought to steal 
Dora's treasure. Soon recovering her composure, however, 
she motioned her cousin from the room, and, resuming her 
pen, said to herself, " I sha'n't write all that nonsense about 
his coming home, for nobody wants him here ; but the love 
•nd the hair may as well go." 

Then, as she saw how much of the latter Dora had 
brought, she continued, ** There's no need of sending all this 
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It would make beautiful hair ornaments, and I mean to 
keep a part of it ; Bora won't care, of course, and I sKall 
tell her.'' 

Dividing off a portion of the hahr for her own use, she 
laid it aside, and then in a postscript wrote, '' Dora sends "-«- 
here she paused ; and thinking that " Dora's love " would 
please the old man too much, and possibly give him too 
favorable an opinion of his niece, she crossed out the 
"sends," and wrote, "Dora wishes to be remembered to 
you, and sends for your acceptance a lock of her mother^ 
hair." 

Thus was the letter finished, and the next mail which left 
Dnnwood bore it on its way to India, Eugenia little think* 
log how much it would influence her whole future life. 
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CHAPTBB XIIL 

UNCLB NJkT 

It was a glorious moonlight night, and, like gleams of 
bomished silver, the moonbeams flashed from the lofty 
domes and minarets of Calcutta, or shone like sparkling 
gems on the sleeping waters of the bay. It was a night 
when the Hindoo loyer told his tale to the dusky maiden at 
his side, and the soldier, wearing the scarlet uniform, talked 
to his blue-eyed bride of the home across the waters, which 
she had left to be with hun. 

On this night, too, an old man in his silent room, sat 
thinking of his home far beyond the shores of '' Merrie Eng- 
land." Near him lay a letter, Eugenia's letter, which was 
just received. He had not opened it yet, for the sight of 
it had carried him back across the Atlantic wave, and 
again he saw, in fancy, the granite hills which had girded 
bis childhood's home — thh rock where he had played — the 
tree where he had carved his name, and the rushing moun- 
tain stream, which ran so swiftly past the red house in the 
ralley — the home where he was born, and where had come 
to him the heart grief which had made him the strange, 
eccentric being he was. Thoughts of the dead were with 
him, too, to-night, and with his face buried in his broad, 
rough hands, he thought of her, whose winsome smile and 
gentle ways had woven around his heart a mighty and 
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andjing love, such as few men ever felt. Of Bora, too, 1m 

thought — Dora, whom ho had never seen, and his heart 

yearned towards her with a deep tenderness, because hia 

Fannie had been her mother. 

" I should love her, I know," he said, " even though she 
were cold-hearted and stupid as they say ;" then, as he 
remembered the letter, he continued, " I will open it, for it 
may hare tidings of the child." 

The seal was broken, the letter unfolded, and a tress of 
shining hair dropped on the old man's hand, clinging loT- 
ingly, as it were, about his fingers, while a low, deep cry 
broke the stillness of the room. He knew it in a moment — 
knew it was Fannies hair — the same he had so oft caressed 
when she was but a little girl and he a grown-up man. It 
was Fannie's hair, come to him over land and sea, and his 
eyes grew dim with tears, which rained over his thin, dark 
face as he kissed again and again the precious boon, dearer 
far to him than the golden ore of India. " Fannie's hair P 
very softly he repeated the words, holding it up to the 
moonlight, and then turning it toward the lamp, as if to 
assure himself that he really had it in his possession. 
"Why was it never sent before?" he said at last, "or 
why was it sent at all ?" and taking up the letter, he read 
it through, lingering long over the postscript, and grieving 
that Dora's message, the first he had ever received, should 
be comparatively so cold. 

" Why couldn't she have sent her loftit to her poor old 
uncle, who has nothing in the wide, wide world to love save 
this one lock of hair 1 God bless you, Dora Deane, for 
sending that," and again he raised it to his lips, spying at 
he did so, ** And she shall have the money, too, aye, more 
than Eugenia asked ; one golden dollar for every golden hair, 
will be a liieet return I" And the old man laughed aloud al 
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^ noTcI idea, which no one but himself would hare con* 
ceired. 

It was a long, weary task, the counting of those hairs ; 
for more than once/ when he paused in his work to think of 
her whose head they once adorned, he forgot how many 
lad been told, and patiently began again, watching care- 
fully, through blinding tears, to see that none were lost, for 
be would not that one should escape him. It was strange 
how childish the strong man became, counting those threads 
of hair ; and when at last the labor was completed, he 
wept because there were no more. Fifteen hundred dollars 
Beemed too small a sum to pay for what would give him so 
much joy ; and he mourned that the tress had not been 
larger, quite as much as did Eugenia, when she heard of 
his odd fancy. 

The moon had long since ceased to shine on the sleeping 
city, and day was breaking in the east, ere Nathaniel 
Deane arose from the table where he had sat the livelong 
night, gloating over his treasure, and writings a letter which 
DOW lay upon the table. It was addressed to Dora, and in 
it he told her what he had done, blessing her for sending 
him that lock of hair, and saying that the sight of it made 
his withered heart grow young and green again, as it was 
in the happy days when he so madly loved her mother. 
Then he told her how ho yearned to behold her, to look 
upon her face and see which she was like, her father or 
her mother. Both were very dear to him, and for their 
sake he loved their child. 

** No one will ever call me father," he wrote, " and I am 
knely in my Indian home, lined all over, as it is, with gold, 
and sometimes, Dora, since I have heard of you, orphaned 
thus early, I have thought I would return to America, and 
seeking out some pleasant spot, would buM ^ \iQim<^ 1^\ 



M DOBA DEANB. 

jou and me. And this I woold do, were I sore that I wa# 
wanted there — that joa wonld be happier with me than 
with your aunt and cousins. Are thej kind to joa, my 
child? Sometimes, in my reveries, I have fancied they 
were not — ^have dreamed of a gurlish face, with locks like 
that against which my old heart is beating, and eyes of deep 
dark bine, looking wistfolly at me, across the waste of 
waters, and telling me of cruel neglect and indifference. 
Were this indeed so, not all India would keep me a moment 
from your side. 

" Write to me, Bora and tell me of yourself, that I may 
judge something of your character. Tell me, too, if yoa 
ever think of the lonesome old man, who, each night of his 
life, remembers you in his prayers, asking that if on earth 
he may never look on Fannies child, he may at last meet 
and know her in the better land. And now farewell, my 
daughter^ mine by adoption, if from no other cause. 

'' Write to me soon, and tell me if at home there is one 
who would kindly welcome back 

• " Your rough old 

"Uncle Nat." 

"She'll answer that," the old man said, as he read it 
over. "She'll tell me to come home," and, like a very 
child, his heart bounded with joy as he thought of breath- 
ing again the air of the western world. 

The letter was sent, and with it we, too, will return to 
America, and going backward for a little, take up our story 
tX a period three months subsequent td the time when En* 
genia wrote to Uncle Nat ^ 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

MANAGEMENT. 

Ohm year had passed away since the night wnen Ella 
Hastings died, and alone in his. chamber the husband was 
musing of the past, and holding, as it were, communion with 
the departed, who seemed this night to be so near that once 
he said aloud, " Ella, are yon with me now V But to hib 
' call there came no answer, save the fallmg of the summer 
rain ; and again, with his face upon the pillow, just as it 
had lain one year ago, he asked himself if to the memory of 
the dead he had thus long been faithful ; if no thought of 
another had mingled with his love for her ; and was it to 
ascertain this that she had come back to him to-night, for 
he felt that she was there, and again he spoke aloud, '' I 
hayp not forgotten you, darling ; but I am lonesome, oh, so 
lonesome, and the world lobks dark and drear. Lay your 
hand apof» my heart, dear Ella, and you will feel its weight 
of pain." 

But why that sudden lifthig of the head, as if a spirit 
hand had indeed touched him with its icy fingers ? Howard 
Hastings was not afraid of the dead, and it was not this 
which made him start so nervously to his feet. .His ear had 
canght the sonnd of a light footstep in the hall below, and 
eoming at that hour of a stormy night, it startled him, for 
he remembered that the outer door had been left unlocked 

5 
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Nearer and nearer it came, up the winding stairs, aud on 
through the silent hall, until it reached the threshold of his 
chamber, where it ceased, while a low voice spoke hit 
name. 

In an instant ho was at the door, standing face to face 
with Dora Deane, whose head was uncoyered, and whose 
hair was drenched with the raiou 

'' Dora/' he exclaimed, ** how came jou here and where- 
fore have you come ?" 

" Your child I'' was her only answer, and in another mo- 
vent he, too, was out in the storm with Dora Deaoe, whose 
hand he involuntarily took in his, as if to shield her from 
the darkness. 

In a few words she told him how she had been aroused 
from her sleep by her aunt, who said the baby. was dying 
with the croup; that the servant was timid and refused to * 
go either for him or the physician, and so she had come 
herself. 

" And were you not afraid ?'' he asked ; and the heroic 
girl answered, *' No ; I fancied Ella was with me, cheering 
me on, and I felt no fear." 

Mr. Hastings made no reply, but, when he reached the 
house, and saw the white, waxen face of the child, he felt 
that Ella had indeed been neiur to him that night ; that nhe 
had come for her little one, who, with a faint, moaning cry, 
stretched its hands towards Dora, as she entered the room. 
And Dora took it in her arms, holding it lovingly there, 
until the last punful struggle was over, and the father, 
standing near, knew that wife and child had met together 
in heaven. 

At the foot of the garden, beneath the evergreens, when 
he had wished to lay his other Ella, they buried the little 
giri» and then Howard Hastings was, indeed, alone in the 
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ir6rld — alone in his great house, which seemed donblj deso* 
late now that all were gone. For many weeks he did not 
go to Locost Grove, but remained in his qniet rooms, brood 
ing orer his gi'ief, and going often to the little grave be 
neath the evergreens. There, once, at the hour of snnseti 
be fonnd Eugenia Deane planting flowers above his sleeping 
child I She had marvelled mneh that he staid so long 
away, and learning that the sanset honr was always spent 
in the garden, she had devised a plan for meeting him. It 
succeeded, and with well-feigned embarrassment she was 
hurrying away, when he detained her, bidding her tarry 
while he told her how mach he thanked her for her kindness 
to his child. 

" I have wished to come to Locust Grove,'* he said, " and 
thank yon all, but I could not, for there is now no baby 
face to greet me." 

" But there are those there still who would welcome you 
with pleasure," softly answered Eugenia ; an<f then with 
her dark eyes sometimes on the ground and sometimes look* 
ing very pityingly on him, she acted the part of a consoler, 
telling him how much better it was for the child to be at 
rest with its mother. 

And while she talked, darkness fell upon them, so that 
Howard Hastings could not see the look of trinmph which 
the dark eyes wore when he said, ** Yon must not go home 
alone. Miss Deane. Let me ^accompany you." 

So the two went together very sUj^ly down the long 
avenue, and when over an imaginary stone the fair Eugenia 
stumbled, the arm of Howard Hastings was offered for hef 
support, and then more slowly still they continued on their 
way. From that time Mr. Hastings was often at Eugenia's 
side, and before the autumn was gone, he had more than 
once been told she was to be his wife. And each time that 
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he beard it, it affected him less painfallj, nntil at last ha 
him^lf began to wonder how it were possible for him ever 
to have disliked and distrusted a person so amiable, so intel- 
ligent and so agreeable as £agenia Deanc I Still he coald 
never quite satisfy himself that he loved her, for there was 
omething which always came np before him whenever he 
seriously thought of making her his wife. This something 
he could not define, but when, as he sometimes did, be 
fancied Eugenia the mistress of his house, there was always 
in the background the form of Dora Deane, gliding noise- 
lessly about him, as she did that night when first she came 
to Rose Hill. He saw but little of her now, for whenever 
he called, Eugenia managed to keep from .the room both 
mother, sister and cousin, choosing to be alone wM\^ the 
handsome widower, who lingered late and lingered long, 
dreading a return to his lonely home. 

Eugenia was now daily expecting an answer to her letter, 
and feeling 9ure that it would bring the money, she began 
to talk to Mr. Hastings of her new piano, playfully remark- 
ing, that as he was a connoisseur in such mattei*s, she be- 
lieved she shonld call on him to aid in her selection ; and 
this he promised to do, thinking the while of the nnnsed 
instrument in his deserted parlor, and feeling strongly 
tempted to offer her its nse. Thus the weeks passed on, 
while Eugenia became more and more impatient for the letter. 

** It is an age since I had anything from the post-office. 
I wish you'd Call and^nquire," she said to Dora one after* 
noon, as she saw her preparing to go oat. 

Scarcely was she gone, however, when, remembering some- 
thing which she wanted, and, thinking she might possibly 
meet with Mr. Hastings, she started for the village herself 
reaching the <^ce door just as Dora, accompanied by Mr 
Hastings, was crossfaig the street in the same iirection* 
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* 1 shan't have to go in now," said Dora ; and, fancying 
^ ^ companion would prefer waiting for her cousin to walk* 
% with her, she passed on, all unconscious of what she had 
^^^t by being a minute too late. 

** A letter from Uncle Nat — directed to Dora, too I" and 
'^^genia grew alternately red and white, as, crushing the 
^issi^e into her pocket, she went out into the street, where 
she was joined by Mr. Hastings. 

''Dora left me rather naceremonionsly," said he, as be 
bade her good evening, ''and so I waited to walk with 
you.'^ 

But Eugenia could not appear natural, so anxious was she 
to know what the letter contained. Up to the very gat^ 
Mr. Hastings went, but for once she did not ask him to 
stop ; and he turned away, wondering at her manner, and 
feeling a little piqued at her unusual coolness. Hastening 
to her chamber, and crouching near the window, Eugenia 
tore open Dora's letter, and clutching eagerly at the draft, 
almost screamed with delight when she saw the amount. 
Fifteen hundred dollars I She could scarcely belieye her 
senses ; and drawing still nearer the window, for the day- 
light was fading fast, she sought for the reason of this 
unexpected generosity. But the old man's childish fancy, 
which would have touched a heart less hard than hers, 
aroused only her deepest ire — ^not because he had counted 
out the hairs, but because there had not been more to 
coant. Bounding to her feet in her wrath, she exclaimed^ 
"Fool that I was, to have withheld one, when the old 
dqtard would have paid for it so richly. Bat it cannot now 
be helped," she continued, and resuming her seat, she read 
the letter through, exploding but once more, and that at 
the point where Uncle Nat had spoken of returning, asking 
if there was one who would welcome him home. 
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** OracioQs heavens I" she exclaimed, growmg 8 little 
faiot. '' Wouldn't I be in a predicament ? Bat It sliAU 
never be, if I can prevent it, and I fancy I can. As Dora 
will not read this letter, it is not reasonably to be expected 
that she will answer it, and it will be some time, I imagine, 
before J invite him to come and see if we are kind to her I 
What a childish old thing he mast be, to pay so mncb for 
one little lock of hair I I'd send him all of mine, if I 
thought it woald bring me fifteen hundred dollars." 

It did seem a large sum to her, that fifteen hundred doI< 
lars, more than she dared to appropriate to herself ; but the 
piano she was determined to have, and, as she dreaded what 
ber mother might say, she resolved upon keeping the letter 
a secret until the purchase was made, and then Mrs. Deane 
could not do otherwise than indorse the draft, and let her 
have the money. 

They had been talking of going to Rochester for some 
time past, and if she could manage to have Mr. Hastings go 
with her, she could leave her mother at the hotel, or dispose 
of her elsewhere, while she went with him to the music 
rooms, and made the selection. As if fortune were, indeed, 
favoring her, Mr. Hastings called the next night, and they 
were, as usual, left together alone. She was looking uncom* 
monly well this evening ; and as she saw how often, and 
how admiringly his eyes rested upon her, hope whispered 
that the prize was nearly won. After conversing awhile on 
different subjects, she spoke of her new piano, asking him if 
ho remembered his promise of assisting her in a selection, 
and saying she thought of going to the city some day that 
week. Again Mr. Hastings remembered the beautiful rose- 
wood instrument, whose tones had been so long unheard in 
bis silent home, and he said, "Do you not like Ella's piano T 
Krhile a feeling, shadowy and undefined, stole over him, that 
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|K>ssibl7 it migLt, some day, be hers ; and Eagenia, diyining 
his thoQghts, answered artfully, " Ob, very mach. I nsed 
to enjoy hearing dear Ella play, bat that don't do me any 
good. It isn't mine, you know." 

Very softly and tenderly the beantifnl black eyes looked 
into his, and the voice was low and gentle, as it breathed 
the sacred name of Ella. It was the h^r of Howard 
Hastings's temptation; and, scarce knowing what he did, he 
essayed to speak — to offer ker the piano, whose keys had 
been do often touched by the fairy fingers, now folded away 
beneath the winter snow. But his lips refused to move ; 
there was a pressure upon them, as if a little hand were laid 
upon his month to prevent the utterance of words he had 
better far not speak. Thus was he saved, and when Eugenia, 
impatient at his delay, cast towards him an anxious glance, 
she saw that his thoughts were not of her, and, biting her 
lips with vexation, she half petulantly asked, ** if he had 
any intention of going to the city that week T' 

" Yes — no — certainly," said he, starting np as if from a 
deep reverie. Then, as he understood what was wanted of 
him, he continued, *' excuse me, Miss Deane. I was think- 
ing of Ella, and the night when she died. What were you 
saying of Rochester ? I have business there to-morrow, and 
if you go down, I will aid you all I can. By the way," he 

sontiuued, " that is the night of ^s grand concert. How 

would you like to attend it ?" 

" Oh, so much 1" answered Eugenia, her fine eyes spark- 
ling with delight. 

" But stop," said he, " now I think of it, I have an en* 
go^.ment which may possibly prevent me from attending it, 
as 1 would like to do with you, for I know you would enjoy 
it. Still, it may be that I can, and if so, I'll call for you at 
the hotc'l. We can come home on the eleven o'clock train. * 
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So, ere Mr. Hastings departed, it was arranged thai 
Eugenia and her mother should next morning go dowi with 
him to the city, and that in the evening he would, perhaps^ 
accompany them to the concert. 

" I am progressing fast,^ thought Eugenia, as she sat 
alone in her chamber that night, after Alice had retired, " bnt 
still I wish he'd come to the point, and not keep me in such 
suspense. I thonght once he was going to, and I believe now 
he wonld if he hadn't gone to thinking of Ella, and all that 
nonsense ; but never mind, he's worth waiting for, with his 
fine house and immense wealth ; I shan't care so much 
about Uncle Nat's money then, though goodness knows I 
don't want him turning up here some day and exposing me, 
as I dare say the meddlesome old thing would do." 

This reminded her of the letter, and, as Alice was asleep, 
she thonght this as favorable an opportunity for answering 
it as she would probably have. Opening her writing-desk, 
and taking her pen, she framed a reply, the substance of 
which was, that ma, Alice and hersdj were very, very thank- 
ful to her dear uncle for his generous gift to Dora, who, 
strange to say, manifested no feeling whatever I 

" If she is grateful," wrote Eugenia, " she does not show 
it in the least. I hardly know what to make of her, she's 
so queer. Sometime, perhaps, she will appreciate your 
goodness, and meanwhile, rest assured that I will see that 
your gift is used to the best advantage." 

Not a word of coming home to the expectant old man, 
whose heart each day grew lighter as he thought of the 
letter which Dora would write bidding him to come to the 
friends who would welcome bim back. Not one line from 
Dora to the kind uncle who, when he read the cruel lines, 
laid his weary head upon his pillow and wept bitterly that 
this» his last fond hope, was crushed I 
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There is snch a thing as Retribution, and Eugenia Deane^ 

sitting there alone that night, shuddered as tlie word 

seemed whimpered in her ear. But it could not deter her 

from her purpose. Howard Hastings must be won. " The 

obj?ct to be gained was worthy of the means used to gain 

it/' she thought, as she sealed the letter ; then, placing the 

draft for the $1,500 safelj in her purse, she crept softlj to 

bed, sleeping ere long as soundly as if the weight of a 

gnUty conscience bad neyer rested upon her. 



I 



tm DORA DEAN^S. 



CHAPTER XT. 

7HI NSir PIANO. 

The next morning, at the appointed time,*Hr. Hast^ 
Ings, Mrs. Deane and her daughter stood together in the 
Danwood Depot, awaiting the amyal of the train. Eu« 
genia was in high spirits, chatting gaily with Mr. Hastings, 
whose manner was so nnnsnally lover-like, that more than 
one looker-on smiled meaningly, as they saw how very at- 
tentive he was. On reaching the city he parted from the 
ladies for a time, telling Eugenia, as he bade her good 
morning, that he should probably not see her again until 
about three o'clock in the afternoon, when he would meet 
ber at the music-rooms. 

" Meet you at the music-rooms for what ?" asked Mrs. 
Deane, who, though she had frequently heard fier daughter 
talking of a new piano, had never for a moment believed 
her to be in earnest. 

" What do you suppose he would meet me for, unless it 
^ere to look at pianos ?" answered Eugenia, and her mother 
replied, " Look at pianos I A great deal of good that will 
do, I imagine, when both of us together have but twenty- 
five dollars in the world 1" 

A curious smile flitted over Eugenia's face, as she thought 
of the draft, but she merely replied, "And suppose we 
haven't any money, can't I make hdieoe, and by looking at 
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czpensiTO instruments induce Mr. Hastings to tbink we are 
licher than we are f I don't accuse him of being at all 
jnercenary, bnt I do think he would hare proposed ere this^ 
if be hadn't thought ns so wretchedly poor.'' 

Mrs. Deane could not understand how merely looking at a 
eostly piano indicated wealth ; bnt feeh'ng herself consider- 
able interest in her daughter's success, she concluded to let 
her pursne her own course, and the subject was not resumed 
again nntil afternoon, when, having finished their shopping, 
they sat alone in a private room, opening from the public 
hall, and opposite the ladies' parlor in the hotel. They had 
taken this room, because in case she attended the concert, 
Eugenia would wish to rearrange her hair, and make some 
little change in her personal appearance. " Then, too, when 
Mr. Hastings came,'' she said, " they would be by them- 
selves, and not have everybody listening to what they said. 
By the way, mother," she continued, as she stood before the 
glass, *' if Mr. Hastings can attend the concert, suppose you 
go home at half-past six. You don't care for singing, you 
know, and besides that, you stumble so in the dark, that it 
will be so much pleasanter for Mr. Hastings to have but one 
in charge." 

"And mnch pleasanter for yon, too, to be alone with 
him," suggested Mrs. Deane, who really cared but little for 
music, and was the more ;villing to accede to Eugenia's pro- 
posal." 

"Why, yes," answered the young lady. "I think it 
would be pleasanter — so if he says he can accompany me, 
you go home, like a dear good old woman as you are." And 
tying on her bonnet, Eugenia went out to keep her appoint* 
ment, finding Mr. Hastings ther3 before her, as Bho had 
expected. 

Several expensive pianos were examined, and a sclectioq 
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at last made of a yery handsome one, whose cost was $450L 
** I care bat little what price I pay, if it oolj suits me," said 
Eugenia, with the air of one who had the wealth of the 
Indies at her disposal " Yon will see that it is carefolly 
boxed and sent to Dnnwood, will yon not t" she continnedi 
taming to the man in attendance, who bowed respectfnlly, 
and stood waiting for the money, while Mr. Hastings, too, it 
may be, wondered ^ yery little if it wonld be forthcoming. 
" I did not know certainly as I should make a purchase,'' 
continued Eugenia, " so I left the money with mother at the 
hotel : I will bring it directly ;" and she tripped gracefully 
out of the store, followed by Mr. Hastings, who felt almost 
as if he had done wrong in suffermg her to buy a new piano, 
when Ella's would have suited her quite as well, and the 
name npon it, " E. Hastings," would make no difference I 

Once, in the street, he thought to say something like this 
to her and prevent the purchase, but again an unseen hand, 
as it were, sealed his lips ; and when he spoke, it was to tell 
her that he could probably escort her to the concert, 
and would see her again about dark. Here having reached 
the hotel, he left her, and walked on a short distance, when, 
remembering something concerning the concert, which ho 
wished to tell her, he turned back, and, entering the hotel, 
went to the parlor, where he expected to find her. But she 
was not there, and thinking she had gone out for a moment 
and would soon return, he stepped into the hall, and as the 
day was rather cold, stood over the register, which wasivery 
near Eugenia's room. He had been there but an instant, 
when he caught the sound of his own name, and looking up, 
be saw that the ventilator over the door opposite was turned 
back, so that everythijig said within, though spoken in a low 
tone, could be distinctly heard without. It was Eugcnis 
who was speaking, and not wishing to listen, he was about 
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doming awajy when the words she uttered aroused his 
Cariosity and chfuned him to the spot. 

They were, " And what if Mr. Hastings ifii2 give it to me? 
If he marnes me, and I intend that he shall, 'twill make no 
difference whether the piano was bought afterward or a 
little in advance. He knows, or ought to know, that I 
would not use Ella's old one." 

" But has he ever said a word tQ you on the subject of 
marriage?' queried Mrs. Deane, and Eugenia answered, 
"Not directly, perhaps, but he has had it in his^mind a 
hundred times, I dare say. But pray don't look so distressed. 
I never knew before that scheming mothers objected to their 
daughters receiving costly presents from the gentlemen to 
whom th^ were engaged." 

" You are not eugaged," said Mrs. Deane, and £|M|aia 
replied, " But expect to be, which is the same thing ^^Kep 
after a pause, she continued, '' but, jesting aside, Mr. Has- 
tings did not buy the piano. I bought it myself and expect 
to pay for it, too, that is, if you will indorse this draft. 
Look I" and she held to view the draft, of which Mrs. Deanr 
was, until that moment, wholly ignorant. 

Wiping from his white brow the heavy drops of perspira- 
tion which had gathered thickly upon it, Mr. Hastings 
attempted to leave the place, but the same hand which 
twice before had sealed his lips, was interposed to keep 
him there, and he stood silent and immovable, while his sur- 
prise, and indignation increased as the conversation pro- 
tjeeded. 

In great astonishment Mrs. Deane examined the draft, 
and then questioned her daughter as to how she came by 
it. Very briefly Eugenia told of the letter she had sent her 
Uncle Nat. " I knew there was no surer way of gaining hia 
^ood will," said she, " than by thrusting Dora in his fa^ 
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SO I asked her if she bad any message, and she tent ker 
love, together with a lock of her mother's hair, which I 
▼erily believ% tarned the old fellow's heart. I have not the 
letter with me which he wrote in reply, and direoted to 
Dora, bat it was a sickish, sentimental thing, prating abont 
his love for her mother, and how much he prized that lock, 
which he said he woald pay for at the rate of one dollar a 
hair I And, don't you believe, the silly old fool sat ap all 
night, crying over and counting the hairs, which amonnted 
to fifteeen hundred 1 'Twonld have been more if I hadn't 
foolishly kept back some for hair ornaments. I was so pro* 
voked I could have thrown them in the fire." 

" But if the letter was directed to Dora, how came you 
by it *r asked Mrs. Deane, who, knowing Eugenia fie well as 
BhMi||i> was still wholly unprepared for anything lika this. 

'WfVas the merest chance in the world," answered 
£ugenta, stating the circumstance by which the letter came 
into her possession, and adding that " Mr. Hastings must 
have thought her manner that night very strange ; bat 
come," she continued, " do sign your name quick, so I can 
get the money before the bank closes." 

But this Mrs. Deane at first refused to do, saying it was 
not theirs, and Dora should no longer be defrauded ; at the 
same time, she expressed her displeasure at Eugenia's utter 
want of principle. 

" Grown suddenly very conscientious, haven't you 1" scorn- 
fully laughed the young lady, reminding her of the remittance 
anually sent to them for Dora's benefit, but which had been 
unjustly withheld ; " very conscientious indeed ; but I am 
thankful I parted company with that commodity long ago. 

Then followed a series of angry words, and bitter recrimi* 
nations, by which the entire history of Eugenia's selfish 
treatment of her cousin, even to the cutting off her half 
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more than two years before, was disclosed to Mr. Hastings, 
who, immeasurable shocked and sick at heart, tnrned away 
just as Mrs. Deane, to ayoid farther altercation, expressed 
her readiness to indorse the draft, on condition chat the 
balance after paying for the piano, should be set aside for 
Dora. 

" And bayen't I told yon repeatedly that the jnano was all 
1 wanted ? and I shouldn't be so particularly anxious about 
that, if I did not think it would aid me in securing Mr. Has* 
tings." 

"Which younerer shall, so help me Heaven I" exclaiSied 
the indignant man, as he strode noiselessly down the hall, 
and out into the open air, where he breathed more freely, 
as if just escaping from the poisonous atmosphere of the 
deadly upas. 

It would be impossible to describe his emotion, as he walked 
on through one street after another. Astonishment, rage, hor* 
ror, and disgust each in turn predominated, and were at last 
succeeded by a deep feeling of thankfulness that the yeil 
had been removed^ and he had escaped from the toils of one, 
who, slowly but surely, had been winding herself around his 
fancy — ^he would not say affections, for he knew he had never 
loved her. ''But she might have duped me," he said, ** for I 
am but human ;" and then as he thought what a hardened, 
unprincipled woman she was, he shuddered and grew faint 
at the !nere idea of taking such a one to fill the place of his 
gentle, loving EUa. ** I cannot meet her to-night," he con- 
tinued, as he remembered the concert. ** I could not 
endure the sound of her voice, for I should say that to her 
which liad better not be said. I will go home — back to 
Dunwood, leaving her to wait for me as long as she chooses.'* 

With him, to will was to do, and having finished his busi« 
aesBy he started for the depot, whither Mrs. Deane had 



IIS DORA DEANE. 

preceded him, having been coaxed by Eogenia to return at 
half past six, and thns leave her the pleasure of Mr. Ha» 
tings's company alone. The piano had been paid for, and as 
it was qnlte dark, and beginning to rain, the now amiable 
jonng lady accompanied her mother to the depot, and 
having seen her safely in the cars, which wonld not start in 
some minntes, was on her way back to the hotel, her mind 
too intently occupied with thoughts of coming pleasure to 
heed the man. who, with dark lowering brow, and hat 
drawn over his face, met her on the sidewalk, and who at 
siglft of her started suddenly as if she had been a crawling 
serpent. 

" Will the Deanes always cross my path P he exclaimed, 
as, opening the car door, he saw near the stove the brown 
satin hat and black plumes of the mother, who was sitting 
with her back towards him, and consequently was not aware 
of his presence. 

To find a seat in another car was an easy matter, and 
while Eugenia, at the hotel, was alternately admiring her- 
self in the glass, and peering out into the hall to see if he 
were coming, he was on his way to Dunwood, breathing more 
and more freely, as the distance between them increased. 

" Yes, I have escaped her," he thought, and mingled with 
thankfulness for this, was a deep feeling of sympathy for 
Dora, to whom such injustice had been done. 

He understood perfectly her position — ^knew exactly the 
course of treatment, which, from the first, she had received, 
and while trembling with anger, he resolved that it should 
not continue. " I am help her, and I vMJ^ he said em* 
phatically ; though how, or by what means he could not, in 
his present state of excitement, decide. Arrived at Dun- 
wood, he stepped hastily from the car and walked rapidlj 
down the street until he came opposite Locust Oiove 
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Then, indeed he paased, while an inYoIontary shudder ran 
ihroagh his frame as he thought of the many hoars he had 
■pent within those walls with one who had proved herself on* 
worthy even of the name of woman. 

" Bat it is oyer now/' he said, " and when I cross that 
threshold again, maj " 

The sentence was unfinished, for a light flashed suddenly out 
upon him, and a scene met his view which arrested his foot- 
steps at once, and, raining as it was, he leaned back against 
the fence and gazed at the picture before him. The shut- 
ters were thrown open, and through the window was plainly 
discernible the form of Pora Deane, seated at table, 
on which lay a book which she seemed to be reading. 
There was nothing elegant about her dress, nor did How- 
ard Hastings think of this ; his mind was intent upon her 
who had been so cruelly wronged, and whose young face, 
seen through the window on that winter night, looked very 
fair, so fair that he wondered he had never thought before 
how beautiful was Dora Deane. 

* At this pomt, Mrs. Deane, who had been slower in her 
moTements, reached the gate, and, resigning his post near 
the fence, Mr. Hastings walked slowly home, bearing in his 
mind that picture .of Dora Deane as fk saw her through 
the window, with no shadows on her brow, save those left 
there by early grief, and which rendered her face still more 
attractive than it would otherwise have been. That night, 
all through the silent hours, there shone a glimmering light 
from the room where Howard Hastings sat, brooding upon 
what he had heard, and meditating upon the best means 
for removing Dora from the influence of her heartless cousin. 
Slowly over him, too, came memories of the little brown-faced 
girl who, when his home was cheerless, had come to him 
with her kindly acts and gentle ways, diflfusing over all an air 
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of comfort and filling his liome with gimlight. Then he m 
mcmbered that darkest hoar of his dcsolatioo — that first oooii 
ing home from burying his dead ; and, now as then h& fell 
creeping over him the icj chill which had lain npon his heart 
wLcn he approached the house whence thej had borne his 
fair girl wif^ But he had found kar there—Dora Deane^- 
foldiog his motherless baby to her bosom, and again in imagi- 
nation he met the soft glance of her eye as she welcomed him 
back to Ella's room which seemed not half so lonely with 
Dora sitting by his side. Again he was with her in the storm 
which she had braved on that night when his child lay dyings— 
the child whom she had loved so much, and Who had died 
npon her lap. Anon, this picture faded too, and he saw her 
as he had sedn her but a few hours before— almost a woman 
now, but retaining still the same fair, open brow, and sunny 
smile which had characterized her as a chUd. And this was the 
girl whom Eugenia would trample down — would misrepre- 
sent to the fond old uncle, far away. '' But it shall never 
be,'' he said aloud ; " I will remove her from them by force 
if need be." But " where would she go ?" he asked. Then 
as he remembered Ella's wish that he should care for her — 
a wish which his foolish fancy for Eugenia had for a time 
driven from his mfuA^ he felt an intense longing to have her 
there with him ; there, iu his home, where he could see her 
every day — not as his wife, for at that time, Howard Hast- 
ings had never thought it possible fur him to call her by 
that name, she seemed so much a child ; but she should 
be his sister, and his manly heart throbbed with delight, as 
he thought how he would watch over and protect her from 
all harm. He would teach her, and she should learn, sit- 
ting at his feet as she sat two years before i and life 
would seem no longer sad and dreary, for he would have a 
oleasant home, and in it Dora Deane! Ere long, however^ 
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AiB better jodgment toid him that the ccnsorlons, enrioni 

vorid would neyer suffer this to be ; /rAe cmddnH eomt as hu 

'Mtow^ anddfCt comt ai all — and again there came oyer liim. 

ft flense of desolation, as if he were a second time bereaved. 
Slowlj and steadily the cain drops pattered against the 

^ow pane, while the lamp npon the table burned lower 
ftod lower, and still Mr. Hastings sat there, pondering 
uotber plan, to which he could see bo possible objection, 
provided Mrs. Deane's consent could be obtained ; " and 
slie shall consent,'' he said, *' or an exposure of her daughter 
vriU be the consequence." 

Then« it occurred to him, that in order to succeed, he must 
for a time at least appear perfectly natural — must continue 
to risit at Locust Grove, just as he had been in the habit 
of doing — ^must meet Eugenia face to face, and even school 
kimsolf to listen to the sound of her piano, which he felt 
would grate so harshly on his ear. And all this he could do 
if in the end Dora would be benefited. 

For the more immediate accomplishment of his purpose, 
it seemed necessary that he should visit New York, and as, 
in bis present excitement, he could not rest at home, he de« 
termined upon going that very morning, in the early traia 
Pushing back the heavy drapery which shaded the window, 
he saw that daylight was already breaking in the east, and, 
after a few hurried preparations, he knocked at Mrs. 
Leah's door, and telling her that important business required 
lus presence in New York, whither he should be gone a few 
dbys, he started for the depot, just as the sun was rising ; 
and, l^at night, Mrs. Elliott, his sister, was surprised t3 
hear that he was in the parlor, and wished to see her. 

" Why, Howard 1" she exclaimed, as she entered the roonii 
4nd saw how pale ancL haggard he was, "what is the mat* 
ter, and why have you come upon me so suddenly ?" 

** } have come, Louise, for aid," he %)asweie&^ ^^^\i^\s^ 
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towards her, and drawing her to his side. " Aid for an ift> 
Jured orphan. Do you remember Dora Deane V* 

" Perfectly well, answered Mrs. Elliott. I was too .mne* 
interested in her 'to forget her soon. Ella wrote me that 
she was liying in Dnnwood, and when next I visited yon, I 
intended seeking her out. Bat what of her, and how can I 
befriend her ?" 

In as few words as possible, Mr. Hastings told what he 
knew of her history since his sister saw her last, withholding 
not even the story of his own strange fancy for Eugenia, 
" But that is over, thank Heaven," he continued ; " and 
now, Louise, you must take Dora to live with you. You 
have no child, no sister, and she will be to you both of these. 
You must love her, educate her, make her just such a wo- 
man as you are yourself ; make her, in short, what that no- 
ble-hearted old man in India will wish her to bo when he 
returns, as he shall do, if my life is spared ; and Louise,'' he 
added, growing more and more earnest, " she will well re- 
pay you for your trouble. She brought sunshine to my 
home ; she will bring it to yours. She is naturally refined 
and intelligent. .She is amiable, ingenuous, open-hearted, 
and will one day be beautiful. 

" And you, my brother, love her V queried Mrs. Elliott, 
looking him steadily in his face, and parting the thick, black 
hair from off his high, white forehead. 

" Love her, Louise 1" he answered, " I love Dora Deame ! 
Why, no. Ella loved her, the baby loved her, and for this 
I will befriend her, but to love her, I never thought of such a 
thing I" and walking to the window, he looked out upon the 
night, repeating to himself, ** Love Dora Deane! I wonder 
what put that idea into Louise's brain T'' 

Returning ere long to his seat, hedresumed the conversa- 
tion, which resulted at last in Mrs. Elliott's expressing her 
3>erfect willingness ^o give Dora a home, and a mother's 
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cu^/ io Bee that iho had every possible advantage, to watch 
over and make her not only what Uncle Nat would wish to 
^od her, bat what Howard Hastings himself desired that 
ibe fihoold be. Of Mrs. Elliott, we have said but little, 
neither is it necessary that we shoald dwell upon her charac- 
ACter at large. She was a noble, true-hearted woman, find- 
log her greatest happiness in doing others good. Widowed 
io the second year of her married life, her home was com- 
paratively lonely, for no second love had ever moved her 
heart. In Dora Deane, of whom Ella had written so en* 
thosiftstically, she felt a deep interest, and when her brother 
came to her with the story of her wrongs, she gladly con« 
Rented to be to her a mother, nay, possibly a sister, for, with 
woman's ready tact, she read what Mr. Hastings did not 
even snspect, and she bade him bring her at once. 

A short calUnpon his mother, to whom he talked of Dora 
Deane ; a hastySislt to Ella's grave, on which the winter 
snow was lying ; a civil bow across the street to Mrs. Grey, 
who had never quite forgiven him for h&ving killed her daughr 
Ur; and he started back to Dunwood, bearing with him 
a happier, healthier, frame of mind, than he had experi- 
enced for many a day. There was something now worth 
living for — the watching J)ora Deane grow up into a wo« 
man, whose husband wooid delight to honor her, and whoso 
children would rise up and call her blessed. This picture, 
howerer, was not altogether pleasing, though why the 
thoughts of Dora's future husband should affect him un- 
pleasantly, he could not tell. Still it did, and mentally 
hoping she would never marry, he reached Dunwood at the 
dose of the third day after his departure from it. 

Here for a moment we leave him, while, in another chap* 
ter, we look in apon Eugenia, whom we left waiting for him 
at the hotel 
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CHAPTKU XVL 



FAILURE AKD SUOCCSil. 



Ik a state of great anxiety, wbich increased each mofeiefit, 
Engenia looked for the twentieth time into the long hall, and 
fieeing no one, went back again to the glass, wondering if be? 
new hat, which, withoat her mother's knowledge, had that 
afternoon been purchased, and now adorned her head, were 
as becoming as the milliner had said, and if 'fifteen dollars 
were not a great price for one in her circnnSstances to pay 
for a bonnet. Then she thought if Mr. Hastings proposed 
soon, as she believed he would, she should nerer again feel 
troubled about the trivial matter of money, of whfeh she 
would have an abundance. But where was he and why did 
he not come ? she asked herself repeatedly, caring less, how- 
ever, for the delay, when she considered that if they were 
late, more people would see her in eompany with the elegant 
Mr. Hastings, who was well known in the city. 

" Eight o'clock as I live," she exclaimed at last, consalt* 
ing her watch, '' and the concert was to commence at hal^ 
past seven. What can it mean ?" and with another glance 
at ^ler bonnet, she walked the length of the hall, and leaning 
far over the balustrade looked anxiously down into the 
office below, to see if by any chance he were there. 

But he was not, and returning to her room, she waited 
another half hour, when, grown more fidgety and anxious. 
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^^ defiCQoded to the office, inqniriug if Mr. Hastings bad 
^ there that eyeoiog. Some one thought thej had seen 
ium in the ladies' parlor that afcernoou, but farther informa* 
tion than that, EhB conld not obtain, and the discomfited 
70Qog hid J went back to her room in no very enviable framtt 
of fijiad, particalarlj as she heard the falling of the rain, 
and thought how dark it was without. 

" What can have kept him V she said, half crying with 
rezation. "And bow I wish I had gone home With 
mother I'' 

Wisbiug, howerer, was of no avail, and when that night 
at half-past ten, the hotel omnibus as usual went to the 
depot, it carried a very cross young lady, who, little heed- 
ing what she did, and caring less, sat down beneath a ' 
crevice in the roof, through which the rain crept in, lodging 
apon the satin bows tind drooping plumes of her fifteen- 
doiiar hat, which, in her disappointment, she had forgotten 
to exchange for the older one, safely stowed away in the 
band-box she held upon her lap. Arrived at Duuwood 
3tation, she found, as she had expected, no omnibus in 
iPtiting, nor any one whose services she conld claim as an 
escort, so, borrowing an umbrella, and holding up her dress 
as best she could, she started, band-box in hand, for home, 
stepping once into a pool of water, and fallftig once upon 
the dirty sidewalk, from which the mud and snow were 
wiped by her rich velvet cloak, to say nothing of the fright- 
ful pinch made in her other bonnet by her having crushed 
Ike faand-box in her fall. 

In a most forlorn condition, she at last reached home, 
where to her dhsmay she found the door was locked and the 
ire gone put, her mother not having expected her to return 
en inch a night as this. To rouse dp Dora, and scold her 
mnercifoily, though for what she scarcely knew, was und^i 
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the drcnmstances quite nataral, and whQe llr. HastingB at 
Rose Hill was deTising the best means of removing Don 
from her power, she at Locost Groye, was Tenting the 
entire weight of her pent-ap wrath npon the head of the 
derotcd girl, who bore it nneompluninglj. BCTHoring at last 
her bonnet^ she diseoyered the marks of the omnibns leak, 
and then her ire was turned towards him as having been 
the cause of all her disasters. 

"Ill never speak to him again, never,'' she exclaimed, as 
she crept shivering to bed. 

But a few hours, quiet slumber dissipated in a measoro 
her wrath, and during the next daj she many times looked 
out to see him coming, as she surely thought he woaldy 
laden with apologies for his seeming neglect.- But nothing 
appeared except the huge box containing the piano, and in 
superintending the opening of that her mind was for a time 
diverted. Greatly Alice and Dora marvelled whence came 
the money with which the purchase had been made, and 
both with one consent settled upon Mr. Hastings as having 
been the donor. To this suggestion Eugenia made no reply, 
and feeling sure that it was so, Dora turned away and walkhg 
to the window sighed as she wondered what Ella would say 
if she could know who was to take her place in the heart 
of Howard H^tings. 

The instrument was finely toned, and Eugenia spent the 
remainder of the day in practising a very difficult piece, 
which she knew Mr. Hastings admired, and with which she 
intended to surprise and charm him. But he did not come, 
either that day or the next, and on the momiDg of the 
next, which was Saturday, feigning some trivial errand to 
Mrs. Leah, she went herself to Rose Hill, casting anxiooa 
glances towards the wiitdows of his room to see if he weit 
in sight Dame 'Leah was a shrewd old woman, and readily 
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gvessfng that Eugenia's visit was prompted from a desire to 
see her master, rather than herself, she determined to tan- 
t§lm her bj saying nothing of him unless she were qnes* 
tkmed. Continually hoping he would appear, Eugenia 
lingered nntil there was no longer a shadow of excuse for tarry* 
ing, and then she arose to go, saying as she reached the door, 
" Oh,now I think of it, Mr. Hastings has a book in his library 
ivbich I very much wish to bor?ow. Is he at home V^ 

** No,'' answered Mrs. Leah, " he went to New York, 
Thursday morning, on the early train." 

" To New York I" repeated Eugenia, " for what ? and 
when will he be home ?" 

" He said he had important business," returned Mrs. Leah, 
adding that " maybe he'd be home that night." 

Eugenia had heard all she wished to know, and forgetting 
entirely the hook, bade Mrs. Leah good morning, and walked 
away, feeling in a measure relieved, for the btuineu which 
took him so suddenly to New York, had undoubtedly some 
connection with his failing to call at the hotel for her I 
He had never called upon Sunday evening, but thinking that 
after «o long an absence ho might do so now, she sat in 
state from six o'clock till i^ne, starting nervously at every 
sound, and once when sure, she heard him, running from the 
room, 80 he would not find her there, and think she had been 
waithig for him. But he did not come, and the next day, 
feeling exceedingly anxious to know if he had returned, and 
remembering the book, which she had failed to get, and mnti 
have, she towards night sent Dora to Rose Hill, bidding 
her if she saw Mr. Hastings tell him that her piano had 
oome and she wished him to hear it. 

In the long kitchen by a glowing stove. Dame Leah sat^ 
busy with her knitting, which she quickly suspended wbea 
ihe saw Dora, who was with her a favorite. 

9 
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** So EageniA sent yoa for that book V* she said, wbea 
told of Dora's errand. " 111 see if he will lend if 

Mr. Hastings was alone in his library. All that daj he 
had been making np his mind to call at Locnst Orore, where 
be knew Eogenia was impatiently expecting him, for Mn. 
Leah had told him of her call, winking slily as she spoke of 
the forgotten book! 

" Yes, I will go and have it oyer,'* he thought^ Jnat ea 
Mrs. Leah entered, telling him that ** Miss Deane wanted 
that book." 

Thinking that Eagenia was in the hoose, he answered 
hastily. ** Take it to her, and pray don't let her in here.** 

" It's Dora, not Engenia," said Mrs. Leah, and instancy 
the whole expression of his conntenance changed 

**Doral" he exclaimed. "It's a longtime since I. saw 
her in this room. Tell her to come np.'' 

Very gladly Dora obeyed the summons, and in a moment 
she stood in the presence of Mr. Hastings. 

*' I am glad to see yon," he said, motioning h«r to the lit- 
tle stool, on which she had often sat when reciting to him 
her lessons, and when she now sat down, it was so near to 
him that, had he chosen, his h^nd conld have rested on her 
beantifnl hair, for she held her hood upon her lap. 

Two months before and he would not hare hesitated to 
smooth these shining tresses, but the question of his sister, 
"Do you love her f had produced upon him a cnrioos effeet, 
making him half afraid of the child-woman who sat before 
him, and who, after wdting a time for him to speak, looked 
ap into his face, and said, " Do you want me for anything 
in particular, Mr. Hastings ?" 

"Want you, Doraf Want youf he sud, abstract^ 
edly, as if that question, too, had puzzled him ; then re* 
ioemberlxilg himself, and why he had sent for her, he ans> 
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vered, "I vraDt to talk with you, Dora — to tell you ssrmir 
thiDg. Do you remember my sister Mra. Elliott ?" 

The eager, upward glance of Dora's eyes, was a sofBcient 
answer, and he cootiaoed. '* I saw her last week and 
talked with her of yoo. She wishes yoa to come and lira 
wfthher. Will you go T 

Dora coald never tell why she cried, bat the thought of 
livii^ with Mrs. Elliott, whom she n^rded as an almost 
superior being, overcame her, and she burst into tears, 
while Mr. Hastings looked at her, quite uncertain as to what, 
under the circamstaaces, it was proper for him to do. If 
his sister had neyer bothered him with that strange ques- 
tion, he would have known exactly how to act ; but 
now in a state of perplexity, he sat motionless, until, think- 
ing he must do something, he said gently, '' Dora, my cAildJ* 
The last word removed his embarrassment entirely. She 
was a child, and as such he would treat her. So he said 
again, ** Dora, my child, why do you cry ?" and Dora ans- 
wered impnlsivcly, ** It makes me so glad to think of living 
with Mrs. Elliott, for you do not know how unhappy I have 
been since she found me (bur years ago. 

" I know more than you suppose. But it is over now," 
he said ; and stretching out his arm, he -drew her nearer to 
him, and resting her head upon his knee, he soothed her as 
if she were indeed the child he tried to believe she was, and 
he her grey-haired sire, instead of a young man of twenty- 
seven I 

And Dora grew very calm sitting there with Mr. Hastings's 
hand upon her head, and when he told her it was all ar- 
ranged, and she should surely go, she sprang to her feet, 
and while her cheeks glowed with excitement, exclaimed, " It 
18 too good to come true. Something will happen. Aunt 
Sarah will not let me go " 
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" Yes, she will/' said Mr. Hastings decidedly. " I am 
goiog til ere to-night to talli with her." 

Then, as it was already growing dark, he arose t!> accom- 
pany Dora home, both of them forgetting the book, which 
Eugenia seemed destined never to receive. Bat she did not 
think to ask for it in her joy at meeting Mr. Hastings, who 
Bucceeded in appearing natural far better than he had ex- 
pected, telling her, not that he was sorry for having failed 
to keep his appointment, bat that it was not consistent for 
him to do so, and adding that he hoped she was not very 
mach disappointed. 

" Oh, no," she said, " I know of course that business de- 
tained you ;" — ^then, as she saw him looking at her piano, 
she advanced towards it, and seating herself upon the stool, 
asked, " if he would like to hear her play V 

He could not conscientiously answer "yes," for he felt 
that the sound would sicken him ; but he stood at her side 
and turned the leaves of her music as usual, while she dashed 
through the piece she had practised with so much care. 

" How do you like it ?" she said, when she had finished ; 
and he answered, " I always admired your playing, you 
know, but the tone of the instrument does not quite suit me. 
It seems rather muffled, as if the toires were made of hair !^ 
and hid large black eyes were bent searchingly upon her. 

Coloring crimson, she thought, " Can he have learned 
my secret ?" then, as she remembered how impossiblis it was 
for him to know aught of the money, she answered, " Quit% 
an original idea," at the same time seating herself npon the 
ficfa. Sitting down beside her as he had been in the habit 
of doing, he commenced at once upon the object of his visit, 
asking if her mother were at home, and saying he wished to 
Bee her on a matter of some importance ; then, knowing who 
was reaDy the ruling power there, he added, as Eugenia 
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Arose to leaye the room in qncst of her mother, '' perhaps I 
had better speak of mj basiaess first to you I'' 

Feeling sure now of a proposal, the young lady resamed 
her seat, involnntarily palling at her fourth finger, and men* 
tally hoping the engagement ring would be a diamond one t 
What then was her surprise when she found that not her* 
self, but Dora was the subject of his remarks I After tell- 
ing her of his visit to his sister, and of her wishes with re- 
gard to Dora, he said, ''since the death of my wife and 
baby, I have felt a deep interest in your family, for the 
kindness shown to me in my affliction. I promised Ella that 
I would befriend Dora, and by placing her with Louise, I 
ehall not only fulfill my word, but shall also be relieyed of 
all care concerning her. Do you think I can persuade your 
mother to let her go ?" 

Eagenia did not know. She would speak to her about 
it after he was gone, and tell him on the morrow. 

" I shall rely upon you to plead my cause,*^ he continued ; 
" Louise's heart is quite set upon it, and I do not wish to 
disappoint her." 

" I will do my best," answered Eugenia, never suspecting 
that Mr. Hastings was quite as anxious as his sister, who, 
she presumed, intended making a half companion, half wait- 
ing-maid of her cousin. 

"But it will be a good place for her, and somewhat of a 
relief to us," she thought, after Mr. Hastings had gone. 
" She is getting to be a young lady now, and growing each 
*year more and more expensive. I presume Mrs. Elliott will 
send her to school for a time at least, and in case out 
families should be connected, it is well for her to do so. I 
wrote to Uncle Nat that we wished to send her away to 
school, and this is the very thing. Mother won't of course 
loftst upon her having all that money, for she will be 
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well enough off without it, and if Mr. Hastings ever does pro 
pose, I can have a handsome oatfit I Fortune does favor 
me certainly.'* 

Thus Eugenia mused, .and thus did she talk to her mother, 
and she was the more easily persuaded when she saw how 
eager Dora was to go." 

'' I shall be sorry to leave you. Aunt Sarah,** said Dora, 
coming to her side, and resting her hand upon her shoulder, 
" but I shall be so happy with Mrs. Elliott, that I am sure 
you'll let me go." 

Mrs. Deane was naturally a cold, selfish woman, but the 
quiet, unassuming Dora had found a place in her heart, and 
she would be very lonely without her ; still it was better 
for her, and better for them* all that she should go ; so she 
at last gave her consent, and when the next day Mr. Hast- 
ings called he was told that Dora could go as soon as he 
thought best. 

" Let it be immediately, then," he said. " I will write to 
Louise to night, and tell her we shall come next week." 

" I wish I could go to New York with her," said Eugenia. 
" It's so long since I was there." 

" You had better wait till some other time, for I could 
not now show you over the city," answered Mr. Hastings, 
who had no idea of being burdened with Eugenia. 

" He expects me to go with him sometime, or he would 
never have said that," thought Eugenia, and this belief 
kept her good natured during all the bustle and hurry of 
preparing Dora for her journey. 

The morning came at last on which Dora was to leare^ 
and with feelings of regret Mrs. Deane and Alice bade her 
good bye, while Eugenia accompanied her to the depots 
where she knew she should see Mr. Hastings. 

" Pve half a mind to go with you as far as Rochester,** sht 
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fiatd to Dora, in his presence, as the cars came np, bnt he 
made no reply, and the project was abandoned. 

Kissing her cousin good-bye, she stood upon the platfoni 
until the train had mored away, and then walked slowlj 
back to the hoiutt, which eren to h«r seemed lonesinne. 
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CHAPTER XVIL 

THS QUESTION ANSWBBSD. 

I? was late in the eyening when our trayellers reached the 
city, which loomed up before Dora like an old familiar friend. 
They found Mrs. Elliott waiting to receive them, together 
with Mr. Hastings's mother, who, having heard so much of 
Dora DearUf had come over to see her. Very affectionately, 
did Mrs. Elliott greet the weary girl, and after divesting her 
of her wrappings, she led her to her mother, whose keen eyes 
scrutinized her closely, but found no fault in the fair childish 
face which looked so timidly up to her. Half bewildered, 
Dora gazed about her, and then, with her eyes swimming in 
tears, whispered softly to Mr. Hastings, " I am so afraid it 
will prove to be a dream." 

" I will see that it does not,'' said Mrs. Elliott, who had 
overheard her, and who, as time passed on, became morp 
and more interested in the orphan girl. 

For several days Mr. Hastings lingered, showing her all 
over the city, and going once with her to visit the 
room where he had found her. But the elements had pre* 
ceded them — fire and water — and not a trace of the old 
building remained. At the expiration of a week, Mr. Hast 
ings started for home, half wishing he could take Dora with 
him, and wondering if his sister were in earnest, when shi 
asked him if he loved her 1 
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A new world now seemed opened to Dora, who never 
tliought it possible for her to be so happy. The ablest in- 
structors were hired to teach her, and the utmost care be* 
stowed npou her edacation, while nothing could exceed the 
kindness both of Mrs. Elliott and Mrs. Hastings, the latter 
of whom treated her as she would have done a young and 
favorite daughter. One evening when Mrs. Elliott waa 
dressing for a party, Dora asked permission to arrange her 
soft glossy hair, which she greatly admired. 

" It's not all my own," said Mrs. Elliott, taking off a 
heavy braid and laying it upon the table. " I bought it in 
Bochester, nearly two years ago, on the day of Ella's party. 
I have often wished I knew whose it was," she continued, 
** for to me there is something disagreeable in wearing other 
people's hair, but the man of whom I purchased it, assured 
me that it was cut from the head of a young, healthy girl " 

For a moment Dora stood thinking — then catching up the 
beautiful braid and comparing it with her own, she exclaimed, 
** L was mine ! It was mine ! Eugenia cut it off, and sold 
it the day before the party. Oh, I am so glad," she added, 
" though I was sorry then, for I did not know it would come 
to you, the dearest friend I ever had," and she smoothed 
caressingly the shining hair, now a shade lighter than her 
own. 

Mrs. Elliott had heard from her brother the story of 
Dora's shorn locks, and the braid of hair was far more val- 
aable to her, now that she knew upon whose head .it had 
grown. In her next letter to her brother, she spoke of the 
discovery, and he could not forbear mentioning the circum- 
stances to Eugenia, who, not suspecting how much he know 
of the matter, answered indifferently, " Isn't it funny how 
things do come round 1 Dora had so much of the headache 
that we thought it best tc cut off her hair, which she 

6* 



180 DORA DEANE. 

wisbed me to sell for her in Rochester. I thiuk she wai 
always a little penurioas !" 

Wholly disgusted with this fresh proof of her duplicity. 
Mr. Hastings could scarcely refrain from upbraiding her for 
her perfidy, but thinking the time had not yet come, he re« 
Btrainod his wrath, and when next he spoke, it was to tell 
her of a fordgn tour which he intended making. 

" I have long wished to visit the old world," said he, " and 
as there is nothing in particular to prevent my doing so, J 
shall probably start the first of June. I should go sooner, 
but I prefer being on the ocean in the summer season.'' 

For a moment Eugenia grew faint, fancying she saw an 
end of all her hopes, but soon rallying, she expatiated large- 
ly upon the pleasure and advantages to be derived from a 
tour through Europe, saying, '' it was a happiness she had 
herself greatly desired, but should probably never realize." 

" Not if you depend upon me for an escort," thought Mr. 
Hastings, who, soon after, took his leave. 

Much Eugenia wondered whether he would ask the im- 
portant question, and take her with him, and concluding at 
last that he would, she secretly made some preparations for 
the expected journey I But alas for her hopes ! The spring 
went by, the summer came, and she was still Eugenia Deane, 
when one evening towards the middle of June, Mr. Hastings 
came over to say good-bye, as he was intending to start 
next morning for New York, or rather, for his sister's coun- 
try seat on the Hudson, where she was now spending the 
summer. This was a death-blow to Eugenia, who could 
scarcely appear natural. Tears came to her eyes, and once 
when she attempted to tell him how lonely Rose Hill would 
be without him, she failed entirely for want of voice. 

** How hoarse you are. Have jrou a cold," said Mr. Hast 
Uigs, and that was all the notice he took of her emotion. 
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Fearing lest he shoald saspect her real feelings, she tried 
to compose herself, and after a time said, jokingly. "I 
^onldn't wonder if joa were going to take you a wife from 
tome of the city belies." 

" Oh, no," he answered lightly. ** Time enough to think 
of that when I retnm." 

This gare her hope, and she bore the parting better than 
ahe conld otherwise hare done. 

** Yon will not forget me entirely, I trust," she said, as she 
f^ye him her hand. 

" Oh, no," he answered. '* That would be impossible. I 
hare many reasons which you do not perhaps suspect, for 
remembering you I By the way," he continued, " hare you 
any message for Dora 1 I shall probably see her as she is 
with my sister." 

** Give her my love," answered Eugenia, " and tell her 
to write more definitely of her . situation. She never par- 
ticularizes, but merely says she is very happy. I do hope 
Mrs. Elliott will make something of her I'' 

The next moment Mr. Hastings's good bye was ringing in 
her ears, and he was gone. Seating herself upon the stairs, 
and covering her face with her hands, Eugenia wept bit- 
terly, and this was theu* parting. 

One week later and at the same hour in the evening, Mr. 
Hastings sat in his sister's pleasant parlor, looking out upon 
the blue waters of the Hudson, and wondering why, as the 
time for his departure drew near, his heart should cling so 
fondly to the friends he was to leave behind. " I shall see 
them sgain if I live," he said, ** and why this dread of 
Udding them farewell f " 

At this moment his sister entered the room, bringing to 
him a letter from a rich old Texan bachelor, who was spend* 
kig the summer with some friends in the yicioity of her 
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home. It was directed to the " Ooardiaiis of Dora Deane/ 
and asked permission to address her I He had seen hef 
occasionally at Mrs. Elliott's house, had met her frequently 
in his morning rambles, and the heart which for forty-five 
years had withstood the charms of northern beauties and 
southern belles, was won by the modest little country 
girl, and he would make her his wife, would bear her to hia 
luxurious home, where her slightest wish should be his law. 
With a curious smile upon her lip, Mrs. Elliott read this 
letter through, and then without a word to Dora, carrie^it 
to her brother, watching him while he read it, and smiling 
still more when she saw the flush upon his brow, and the 
unnatural light in his eye. 

" Have you talked with Dora 7" he said, when he had 
finished reading. 

" No, I hare not,'' answered his sister. " I thought I 
would leave that to you, for in case she should ask my 
advice, my fear of losing her might influence me too much.'' 

" Louise,^^ he exclaimed, leaning forward so that his hot 
breath touched her cheek, ''you surely do not believe that 
Dora Deane cares aught for that old man. She is nothing 
but a child." 

"She is seventeen next November," said Mrs. Elliott, 
" almost as old as Ella was when first you were engaged, and 
how can we tell how often she has thought of matrimony 1 Mr 
Trevors is a man of unexceptionable character, and though 
old enough to be her father, he is immensely wealthy, and 
(his, you know, makes a vast difference with some girls.'' 

** But not with her — not with Dora Deane, I'm sure,*' he 
said. " Where is she ? Send her to me, and I will 
Bee." 

Dora's governess^ who had accompanied them to the 
country, was sometimes very exacting, and this day she had 
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been anusuallj cross, on account of her pnpil's haying failed 
in one or two lessons. 

" I'll report jon to Mr. Hastings, and see what be can 
do," she bad said, as she burled the French Grammar back 
apoc the table. 

This threat Dora bad forgotten, nntil told that Mr. Has- 
tings bad sent for her ; then, fancying be wished to repri- 
mand her, she entered the parlor reluctantly, and rather 
timidly took a seat upon an ottoman near the wmdow, 
where be was sitting. 

During Dora's residence with Mrs. Elliott, she bad 
improved much, both in manner and personal appearance, 
and others than the Texan planter called her beautiful. 
The brownish hue, which her skin bad acquired from fre. 
queBt exposure, was giving way to a clearer and mora 
brilliant complexion, while the peculiarly sweet expression 
of her deep blue eyes would have made a plain face hand- 
some. But Dora's chief point of beauty lay in her Aair— 
her beautiful hair of reddish brown. It had grown rapidly, 
fully yerifying Alice's prediction, and in heavy shining braids 
was worn around her classically shaped bead. And Dora 
sat there very still — demurely waiting for Mr. Hastings to 
speak, wondering if he would be severe, and at last laughing 
aloud when, in place of the expected rebuke, be asked if 
she knew Mr. Trevors. 

" Excuse me," she said, as she saw his look of surprise. 
" Miss Johnson threatened to report me for indolence, and 
I thought you were going to scold me. Yes, I know Mr. 
Trevors. I rode horseback with him last week." 

A pang shot through Mr. Hastings's heart, but he con« 
tinned, holding up the letter. " He has sued for your hand. 
He asks you to bo his wife. Will you answer yes ?" 

And trembling with' excitement, he awaited her reply, 
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while the revelation of a new light was faintly dawning 
upon him. 

" Mr. Trevors wish me to be his wife — that ojd man I" 
die exclaimed, tarning slightly pale. '' It cannot be ; let 
me read the letter." And taking it from his hand, she stood 
beneath the chandelier, and read it through, while Mr. Has- 
tings scanned her face to see if he conld detect anght to 
Terifj his fears. 

But there was nothing, and breathing more freely, he 
said, as she returned to him the letter, "Sit down herSi 
Dora, and tell me what I shall say to him. But first con* 
sider well, Mr. Trevors is rich, and if money can make yon 
happy, yon will be so as his wife." 

Dora did not know why it was, but she conld not endure 
to hear him talk in snch a calm nuconcerned manner of 
what was so revolting. It grieved her, and laying her 
head npon the broad window seat, she began to cry, 
Mr. Hastings did not this time say " Dora, my child," for 
Lonise had told him she was not a child, and he began to 
think so, too. Drawing his chair nearer to her, and laying 
his hand npon her hair, he said gently, "will. you answer 
me?" 

" Yes," she replied, somewhat bitterly. " If Mrs. Elliott is 
tired of me, I will go away, but not with Mr. Trevors. I 
would rather die than marry a man I did not love, because 
of his gold." 

" Noble girl 1" was Mr. Hastings's involuntary exclama- 
tion, but Dora did not hear it, and looking him in his face^ 
the said, " do you wish me to marry him ?" 

" Never, never," he answered, " him, nor any one else I" 

" Then tell him so," said she, unmindful of the latter part 
of the remark. "Tell him I respect him, but I cannot be 
his wife." 
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And rising to her feet she left the room, to wash away Iq 
inother fit of tears, the excitement produced bj her first offer* 

Very still sat Mr. Hastings when she was gone, thought 
after thongbt crowding fast npon him, and half bewildering 
him by their intensity. He coald answer Louise's question 
now 1 It had come to him at last, sitting there with Mr. 
Treror's letter in his hand, and Dora at his feet. Dora 
who was so dear to him, and his first impulse was to hasten 
to her side, and sue for the love she could not give the grey- 
haired Texan. 

" And she will not tell me nay," he said. " It will come 
to her as it has to me — the love we have unconsciously 
borne each other." 

He arose to leave the room, but meeting his sister in the 
door, he turned back, and seating himself with her in the 
deep recess of the window, he told her of the mighty love 
which had been so long maturing, and of whose existence 
he did not dream until another essayed to come between him 
and the object of his affection. 

"And, Louise,'^ he said, "Dora Deane must be mine. 
Are you willing — will you call her sister, and treat her as 
my wife V^ 

And Mrs. Elliott answered, " I know, my brother, that 
you love Dora Deane. I knew it when I asked you that 
question, and if to-night I tried to tease you by making you 
believe it possible that she cared for Mr. Trevors, it was to 
show you the nature of your feelings for her. And I am 
willing that it should be so — but not yet. Ton must not 
ipcak to her of love, until you return. Hear me out," she 
continued, as she saw in him a gesture of impatience. 
" Dora is no longer a child — but she is too young to be 
trammelled with an engagement. And it must not be. Ton 
must leav$ her free till she has seen more of the world, and 
her mind is more 4katare. 
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"Free till another wins her from me," interrupted Mi. 
Hastings, somewhat bitterly ; and his sister answered^ '* 1 
am sure that will never be, though were jou now to startle 
her with your love she probably would refuse you.'' 

" Never/' he said emphatically ; and Mrs. Elliott replied 
** I think she would. She respects and admires you, but 
ar you have looked upon her as a child, so in like manner, 
has she regarded you as a father, or, at least the hus- 
band of Ella, and such impressions must have time to wear 
away. You would not take her with you, and it is better 
to leave her as she is. I will watch over her and seek to 
make her what your wife ought to be, and when you return 
she will be older, will be capable of judging for herself, and 
she will not tell you no. Do you not think my reasoning 
good ?" 

" I suppose it is," he replied, " though it is sadly at vari- 
ance with my wishes. Were I sure no one would come he* 
tween us, I could more easily follow your advice, and were 
it not that I go for Aer, I would give up my journey at once, 
and stay where I could watch and see that no one came 
near." 

" This I will do," said Mrs. Elliott, " and I fancy I can 
keep her safe for you." 

Awhile longer they talked together, and their conversation 
was at last interrupted by the appearence of Dora herself, 
who came to say good night. 

" Come and sit by me, Dora," said Mr. Hastings, unmind- 
ful of his sister's warning glance. " Let me tell you what 1 
wish you to do while I am gone," and moving along upon 
the sofa, he left a place for her at his side. 

Scarcely was she seated when a servant appeared, wish 
ing to speak with Mrs. Elliott, and Mr. Hastings was left 
alone with Dora, with whom he merely talked of what he 
hoped to find her when he returned. vOnce, indeed, he 
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told her how often he shoald think of her, when he was fai 
away, and asked as a keepsake a lock of her soft hair. 

Three days afterwards he went to New York accompa- 
nied by Mrs. Elliott and Dora. He was to sail next morn- 
iDg, and wishing to see as mach of the latter as possible, he 
felt somewhat chagrined when, soon after theur arrival, his 
sister insisted npon taking her ont for a time, and forbado 
him to follow. For this brief separation, however, he was am- 
ply repaid when, on the morrow, his sister^ who went with him 
on board the vessel, placed in his hand at parting a daguer- 
reotype, which she told him not to open till she was gone. 
He obeyed, and while Dora in his sister's home was weeping 
that he had left them, he in his state-room was gazing 
rapturously on a fair young face, which, looking out from 
its handsome casing, would speak to him many a word of 
fomfort when he was afar en the lonely sea. 
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CHAPTER XVm. 

MB. HASTINGS IN INDIA. 

It was niglit again in Calcutta, and in the same rooa 
where we first found him was Nathaniel Deane — not alone this 
time, for standing before him was a stranger — ** an Amer* 
lean/' he called himself, and the old East Indiaman, when he 
heard that word, grasped again the band of his unknown 
guest, whose face he curiously scanned to see if before he 
had looked upon it. But he had not, and pointing him to a 
chair, he too sat down to hear his ^rrand. Wishing to 
know something of the character of the individual he had 
come so far to see, Mr. Hastings, for he it was, conversed 
awhile upon a variety of subjects, until, feeling sure that 
'twas a noble, upright man, with whom he had to deal, he 
said, ** I told you, sir, that I came from New York, and so I 
did ; but my home is in Duuwood.'' 

One year ago, and Uncle Nat would ha^e started with 
delight at the mention of a place so fraught with ' remem- 
brances of Dora, but Eugenia's last cruel letter hadT chilled 
his love, and now, when he thought of Dora, it was as one 
incapable of either affection or gratitude. So, for a moment 
he was »lent, and Mr. Hastings, thinking he had not been 
understood, was about to repeat his remark, when IJncle 
Nat replied, "My brother's widow lives in Dun wood — ^Mrs. 
Richard Deane — possibly you may have seen her I" And 
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^'th a slight d^ee of awakened interest, the little keen 
black ejes looked out from under their thick shaggy eye« 
brows at Mr. Hastings, who answered, " I know the family 
weU, Bora is not now at home, bat is living with my 
aster." 

Many and many a time had Uncle Nat repeated to him* 
lelf the name of Dora, but nerer before had he heard it 
from other lips, and the sound thrilled him strangely, bring- 
ing back in a moment all his olden love for one whose 
mother had been so dear. In the jet black eyes there was 
a dewy softness 'bow, and in the tones of his Toice a deep 
tenderness, as, drawing nearer to his guest, he said in a half 
whisper, " Tell me of her — of Dora — for thoagh I never 
saw her, I knew her mother." 

" And loved her too," rejoined Mr. Hastings, on purpose to 
rouse up the old man, who, starting to his feet exclaimed, 
" How knew you that 7 You, whom I never saw until to- 
night I Who told you that I loved Fannie Deane ? Yes it 
is true, young man — ^trne, thoagh love does not express 
what I felt for her ; she was my aU — ^my very life, and when 
I lost her the world was a dreary blank. Bat go on — tell 
me of the child, and if she is like her mother. Though how 
should you know ? You, who never saw my Fannie f " 

** I have seen her," returned Mr. Hastings, " but d^ath was 
there before me, and had marred the beauty of a face which 
once must hare been lovely. Fire years ago last January I 
found her dead, and at her side was Dora, sweetly sleeping, 
with her arms around her mother's neck." 

•" Ym — you/' gasped the old man, drawing near to Mr. 
Hastings — " yon found them thus ! I could kneel at your 
fiset, whoever you may be, and bless you for coming here to 
tell me this ; I never knew before how Fannie died. They 
never wrote me that, but go on and tell me all ^o^k^siii. 
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Did Fannie freesse to death while in India I coonted mj 
gold bj hundreds of thousands V* 

Brieflj Mr. Hastings told what he knew of Mrs. Deane'a 
Bad death, \ihile the broad chest of Uncle Nat heaved with 
broken sobs, and the big tears rolled down his sunken 
cheeks. ^- 

** Heaven forgive me for tarrying here, while she was suf- 
fering so much I" he cried ; ** bat what of Dora ? She did 
not die. I have written to her, and sent her many messages, 
but never a word has she replied, save once " — here Uncle 
Nat's voice grew tremulous as he added, " and then she sent 
me this — ^look — 'twas Fannie's hair,'' and he held to view 
a silken tress much like the one which lay next How- 
ard Hastings's heart 1 " Ob, what a child it made of me, 
the first sight of this soft hair," he continued, carefully re* 
turning it to its hiding-place, without a word of the gener- 
ous manner in which it had been paid for. 

" Shall I tell him now ?" thought Mr. Hastings, but Un- 
de Nathaniel spoke before him, and as if talking with him- 
self, said softly, *^ Ob, how I loved her, and what a wreck 
that love has made of me. But I might have known it. 
Twenty-one year's difference in our ages, was too great a 
disparity, even had my face been fair as John's. She was 
seventeen, and I was almost forty ; I am sixty now, and 
with every year added to my useless life, my love for her 
has strengthened." 

'' Could you not transfer that love to her daughter 1 It 
might make you happier," suggested Mr. Hastings, and 
mournfully shaking his head, Uncle Nat replied, " No, no, 
I've tried to win her love so hard. Have even thought of 
going home, and taking her to my bosom as my own dap» 
ling child — ^but to all my advances, she has turned a deaf 
ear. I could not make the mother love me — I cannot makt 



MR. HASTINGS IN INDIA. 141 

• 

tbe child. It isn't in me, the way how, and I mast live here 
all alone. I woaldn*t mind that so mnch, for Pm nsed to it 
now, bat when I come to die, there will be nobody to hold 
my head, or to speak to me a word of comfort, unless Grod 
sends Fannie back to me in the dark hoar, and who knows 
but he wUl r 

GoYering his face with his hands, Uncle Nathaniel cried 
aloud, while Mr. Hastings, touched by his grief, and grow- 
ing each moment more and more indignant, at the deception 
practised npon the lonesome old man, said slowly and dis- 
tinctly: '' Dora Deane never received your letter — never dreamed 
how much you loved her — never knew that you had sent her 
money. She has been duped — abused — and you most treach' 
trously cheated by a bcue, designing woman I To tell you this^ 
sir^ I have come over lamd and sea! I might have vyritten it, 
hU I would rather meet you face to face — would know if you 
were worthy to be the uncle of Dora Deame f 

Every tear was dried, and bolt upright, his keen eyes 
flashing gleams of fire, and his glittering teeth ground 
firmly together, Nathaniel Deane sat, rigid and immovable, 
listening to the foul story of Dora's wrongs, till Mr. Eas- 
tings came to the withholding of the letter, and the money 
paid for Fannie's hair. Then, indeed, his clenched fists 
struck fiercely at the empty air, as if Eagenia had been 
there, and springing half way across the room, he exclaimed, 
" The wretch I The fimd I The beast I Tht Devil ! ' 
What shaU I call her 7 Help me to some name which will 
bo appropriate." 

^ You are doing very well, I think," said Mr. HastingSy 
imiling in spite of himself at this new phase in the charac- 
ter of the excited man, who, foaming with rage, continued 
to stalk up and down the room, setting his feet upon the 
floor with vengeance, and with every breath denouncing 
"^ngeniB^B perSdy. 
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** Carse her I'' he muttered, " for daring thus to maltre«l 
Funnie's child, and for making me to believe her so aagrate' 
ful and unkind. And she once cut off her hair to buy a 
party dress with, yon say," he continued, stopping in front 
of Mr. Hastings, who nodded in the affirmative, while Uncle 
Nat, as if fancying that the few thin locks, which grew 
upon his own bald head, were Eugenia's long, black tresses, 
clutched at them savagely, exclaiming, ''The selfish 
•jade 1 But I will bo avenged, and Madam Eugenia shall 
rue the day that she dared thus deceive me. That mother, 
too, had not, it seems, been wholly guiltless. She was 
jealous of my Fannie — she has been cruel- to my cliild. I'll 
remember that, too 1'' and a bitter laugh echoed through 
the room, as the wrathful old man thought of revenge. 

But as the wildest storm expends its fury, so Uncle 
Nat at last grew calm, though on his dark face there were 
still traces of the fierce passion which had swept over it. 
Resuming his seat and looking across the table at Mr. Has- 
tings, he said, '' It is not often that dd Nai Deane is moved 
as you have seen him moved to-night ; but the story you 
told me set me on fire, and for a moment, I felt that I was 
going mad. But I am now myself again, apd would hear 
how you learned all this." 

In a few words, Mr. Hastings told of his foolish fancy for 
Eugenia, and related the circumstance of bis having over- 
heard her conversation at the hotel in Rochester. 

** And Dora, you say, is beautiful and good," said Uncle 
N^at ; " and I shall one day know her and see if there is in 
her aught like her angel mother, whose features are as perfect 
to me now as when last I looked upon them beneath tilt 
locust trees." 

Bending low his head, he seemed to be thinking of the 

past, while Mr. Hastings, kissing fondly the picture of Dora 

Deane, laid it aoftly upon the table, and thfiti anxiously 
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•Wftited the resolt. Uncle Nathaniel did not see it at firsti 
bat his eje ere long fell upon it, and, with a cry like that 
which broke from his lips when first he looked on his dead 
Fannie's hair, he canght it up, exclaiming, " 'Tis her — ^'tis 
Fannie-— my long lost darling, come back to me from tlie 
other world. Oh, Fannie, Fannie I" he cried, as if his 
reason were indeed unsettled, " Fye been so lonesome here 
witboat yoo. Why didn't you come before ?" 

Again, for a time, he was silent, and Mr. Hastings conld^ 
see the tears dropping upon the face of Dora Deane, who 
little dreamed of the part she was acting, far off in Hin- 
dostao. Slowly the reality dawned upon Uncle Nat, and 
speaking to Mr. Hastings, he said, '' Who are you that 
moves me thns from one extreme to another, making me first 
a /Wry and then a child ?'' 

" I hare told you I am Howard Hastings," answered the 
young man, adding that the picture was not that of Fannie, 
but her child. • 

" I know — ^I know it," returned Uncle Nat, " but the first 
tight of it drove me from my senses, it is so like her. The 
lame open brow, the same blue eyes, the same ripe lips, and 
more than all, the same sweet smile which shone on me so 
often 'mid the granite hills of New Hampshire. And it is 
mine," he continued, making a movement to put it away. 
'' Ton brought it to me, and in return, if you have need for 
gold, name the sum, and it shall' be yours, even to half a 
million." 

Money could not buy that picture from Howard Hastings^ 
Mid though it grieved him to do so, be said, very gently, 
* I cannot part with the likeness, Mr. Deane, but we will 
share it together until the original is gained." 

Leaning upon his elbows and looking steadily at his visi* 
tor. Uncle Nathaniel said, " You have been married once t' 
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"Yes, sir," answered Mr. Hastings, while his coaii 
t^nadce flashed, for he readily nnderstood the nature of the 
questioning to which he was to be subjected. 

"What was the name of your wife?" was the next 
query, and Mr. Hastmgs replied, " Ella Grey." 

" Will you describe her ?" said Uncle Nat, and almost 
as rividly as the features of Dora Deane were delineated bj 
the artist's power, did Mr. Hastings portray by word the 
laughing blue eyes, the pale, childish face, the golden curls, 
and little airy form of her who had once slept upon hii 
bosom as his wife. 

" And did you love her, this Ella Grey?" asked Uncle Nat 

" Love her ? Yes. But she is dead," answered Mr. Has- 
tings, while Unde Nat continued : 

" And now if I mistake not, you love Dora Deane ?" 

** YeSf better than my Jife^^ said Mr. Hastings, firmly. 
" Have you any objections ?" 

" None whatever," answered Uncle Nat, " for, though yoir 
are a stranger to me, there is that in your face which tells 
me you would make my darling happy. But it puzzles me 
to know how, loving one as you say you did, you can 
forget and love another." 

'' I have not forgotten," said Mr. Hastings, sadly ; '' God 
forbid that I should e'er forget my Ella ; but, Mr. Deane, 
though she was good and gentle, she was not suited to me. 
Our minds were wholly unlike ; for what I most appreciated, 
was utterly distasteful to her. She was a fair, beautiful 
little creature, but she did not satisfy the higher, nobler feel- 
ings of my heart ; and she, too, knew it. She told me so 
before she died, and spoke of a coming time when I would 
love another. She did not mention Dwa^ who then seemed 
like a child, but could she now come back to me, she would 
approve my choice, for she, too, loved Dora Deane." 
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Have jovL told her this?" asked Uncle Nat — ''told 
Dora how mach'yoa loved her f" 

** I have not," was Mr. Hastings's reply. '' My sister 
would not suffer it until my return, when Dora will be more 
mature. At first I would not listen to this ; but I yielded 
at last^ consenting the more willingly to the long separation, 
when I considered that with Louise she was at least safe 
from Eugenia, and I hope, safe from any who might seek 
either to harm her, or win her from me." 

^You spoke of having stopped in Eurdpe on your way 
hither," said Uncle Nat. " How long is it since you left 
New York ?" 

"I sailed from there the latter part of June, almost ten 
months ago," was Mr. Hastings's answer, adding that, as he 
wished to visit some parts of Europe, and left home with 
the ostensible purpose of doing so, he had thought it advis- 
able to' stop there on his way, for he well knew that Mr. 
Deane, after learning why he had come, would be impatienb 
to return immediately. 

" Yes, yes ; you are right," answered the old man. " I 
would go to-morrow if possible ; but I shall probably never 
return to India, and I must make some arrangements for 
leaving my business in the hands of others. Were Dora 
still in Eugenia's power, I would not tarry a moment. I 
would sacrifice everything to save her, but as you say she is 
safe with your sister, and a few week's delay, though annoy- 
ing to me, will make no difference with her. Do they know 
anght of this — ^those wreickes in Dunwood 7" he continued, 
begimiing to grow excited. 

** They suppose me to be in Europe, for to no one save 
ny mother and* sister, did I breathe a word of India," Mr. 
Hastings replied ; and Uncle Nat rejoined, '' Let them con« 
tmoe to think so, then. I would rather tbfty «h.o\k\.4 ^biis^ 
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suspect my presence in America until I meet them facQ to 
face, and taunt them with their treachery. It shall not be 
long, either, before I do it. In less than a month, we are 
homeward bound — and then, Miss Eugenia Deane — tre'fl 
see /" and his hard fist came do\yi upon the table, as he 
thought of Iter dismay when told that he stood before her. 

But alas for Uncle Nat I The time was farther in the 
distance than he anticipated. The excitement of what he 
had heard, told npon a frame already weakened by constant 
toil and exposure in the sultry climate of India, and one 
week fi:om the night of Mr. Hastings's arrival, the old 
man lay burning with fever, which was greatly augmented 
by the constant chafing at the delay this unexpected illpess 
would cause. Equally impatient, Mr. Hastings watched 
over him, while his heart grew faint with hope deferred, 2lh 
weeks, and even months, glided by ; while vessel after ves- 
sel sailed away, leaving. Uncle Nat prostrate and powerless 
to move. He had never been sick before in all bis life, and 
his shattered frame was long in rallying, so that the sum- 
mer^ and the autumn and a part of the winter passed away, 
ere, leaning heavily on Mr. Hastings's arm, he went on board 
the ship which was to take him home — take him to Dora 
Deane, who had listened wonderingly to the story of hei 
wrongs, told her by Mrs. Elliott at Mr. Hastings's request 

Indignant as she was at Eugenia, she felt more than re- 
paid for all she had suffered, by the knowledge that Uncle 
Nat had always loved her ; and many a cheering letter from 
her found its way to the bedside of the invalid, who laid each 
one beneath his pillow, beside the picture which Mr. Hast- 
ings suffered him to keep. More than once, too, had Dora 
written to Mr. Hustings kind^ sisterly notes^ with which he 
tried to be satisfied, for he saw that she was the same frank,^ 
ingenuous girl he had left, and from one or two things which 
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filie wrote, he fancied he was not indifferent to her. ** Shd 
did not, at least, care for another/' so I^uise assured him. 
There was comfort in that, and during the weary days wheo 
their floating home lay, sometimes becalmed and sometimes 
tossed by adverse winds, he and Uncle Nat whiled away the 
tedious hours, by talking of the happiness which awaited 
tbem when home was reached at last. 

During Mr. Deane's ilhiess, Mr. Hastings had suggested 
that the annual remittance be sent to Dunwood, as usual, 
lest they should suspect that something was wrong, if it 
were withheld, and to this Uncle Nat reluctantly consented, 
saying, as he did so, ** It's the last dime they'll ever receive 
from me. I'll see her starve before my eyes, that girl £u« 
genia." 

Still, as the distance between himself and the young lady 
dimhiished, he felt a degree of satisfaction in knowing that 
the draft had as usual been sent, thus lulling her into a state 
of security with regard to himself. Rapturously he talked 
of the meeting with Dora, but his eye was fiery in its ex- 
pression when he spoke of that other meeting, when Euge- 
nia would be the accused and he the wrathful^ccuser. The 
invigorating sea breeze did him good, and when at last the 
Cape was doubled and he knew that the waves which 
dashed against the ship, bore the same name with those 
which kissed the shores of America, he stood forth upon the 
deck, tall and erect as ever, with an eager, expectant look 
in his eye, which increased as he each day felt that he drew 
Dearer and nearer to his home— and Dora Ueam ' 



|4i DORA DSAini 



CHAPTER XIX. 

THB XEETING. 

Oki bright, beautiful sammer morning, a noble TesMi 
was sailing slowlj into the harbor of New York. (3roii{M 
of passengers stood upon her deck, and a little apart from 
the rest were Uncle Nat and Howard Hastings, the former 
gazing eagerly towards the city, which had more than 
doubled its population since last he looked npon it. 

** We are almost home," he said to bis companion, joy- 
fully, for though the roof that sheltered his childhood was 
further to the northward, among the granite hills, he knew 
that it was America, the land of his birth, which lay before 
him, and as a child returns to its mother after a long and 
weary absence, ^o did his heart yearn towards the shore they 
were fast approaching. 

A crowd of memories came rushing over him, and when, 
at last, the plank was lowered, he was obliged to lean upon 
the stronger arm of Howard Hasting, who, procuring a 
carriage, bade the hackman drive them at once to his sister^s. 
For some time Mrs. Elliott and Dora had been looking for 
the travellers, whose voyage was unusually long, and they 
had felt many misgivings lest the treacherous sea had not 
been faithful to its trust ; but this morning they were not 
expecting them, and wishing to make some arrangements 
for removing to her country seat on the Hudson, Mrs. Elliott 
had gone out there and taken Dora with her. Mr. Hasfr 
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fngs's first impulse was to follow them, bat knowiBg that tbej 
would surely be home that night, and remembering how 
weary Uncle Nathaniel was, he wisely concladed to remain 
in the city and snprise them on their return. 

Like one in a dream, Uncle Nat walked from room to 
room, asking every half hoar if it were not almost time f(X 
the train, and wondering if Dora woald recognize him if no 
one told her who he was. Scarcely less excited, Mr. Hast* 
ins, too, waited and watched ; and when, jnst at dark, he 
heard the door unclose, and Dora's roice in the hall without, 
the rapid beating of his heart was distinctly audible. 

" That's her — ^that's Dora. I'll go to her at once,'* said 
Uncle Nat ; but Mr. Hastings kept him back, and Dora 
passed on to her room, from which she soon returned, and 
they could hear the sound of her foptstepsupon the stairs, as 
she drew near. 

With his face of a deathlike whiteness, his lips apart, and 
the perspiration standing thickly about tliem. Uncle Nat 
sat leaning f(H*ward, his eyes fixed upon the door through 
which she would enter. In a moment she stood before 
them — ^Dora Deane — ^but far more lovely than Mr.Hast« 
ings had thought or dreamed. Nearly two years before, he 
had left her a school girl, as it were, and now he found her 
a beautiful woman, beariug about her an unmistakable air 
of refinement and high breeding. She knew him in an instant, 
and with an exclamation of surprised delight, was hasten* 
ing forward, when a low, moaning cry, from another part 
of the room, arrested her ear, causing her to pause ere Mr. 
Hastings was reached. 

Uncle Nat had recognized her — knew that she was Dora, 
and attempted to rise, but his strength utterly failed liim, 
and stretching out his trembling arms towards her, he said, 
lupplicatiDgly, ** me first, Dora — m firsts* 
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It was sufficient, and Dora passed on with a welcoming 
glance at Mr. Hastings, who feeling that it was not for him 
to witness that meeting, glided noiselessly from the room in 
quest of his sister. Fondly the old man clasped the young 
girl to his bosom, and Dora could hear tbe whispered bless- 
i:;gs which he breathed over her, and felt the hot tears 
dropping on her cheek. 

" Speak to me, darling,'' he said at last ; ''let me hear 
your own voice assuring me tbat never again shall we be 
parted, until your mother calls for me to come and be with 
her." 

Looking lovingly up into his face, Dora answered, "I 
will never leave nor forsake you, my father, but wherever 
your home may be there will mine be also." 

Clasping her still closer in his arms, he said, *' God bless 
you, my child, for so I will call you, and never, I am sure, 
did earthly parent love more fondly an only daughter than 
I love you, my precious Dora. I have yearned so often to 
behold you, to look into your eyes and hear you say that I 
was loved, and now tbat it has come to me, I am willing, 
almost, to die." 

Releasing her after a moment, and holding her off at a 
little distance, he looked earnestly upon her, sa3ring, as he 
did so, " Yes, you are like her — like your mother, Dora. 
Some, perhaps, w^uld call you even more beautiful, but to 
me there is not in all the world a face more fair than hers." 

In his delight at seeing her, he forgot for the time being 
how deeply she had been injured, and it was well that he did, 
for now nothing marred the happiness of this meeting, and for 
half an hour longer he sat with her alone, talking but little, 
but looking ever at the face so much like her whom he bad 
loved and lost. At last, as if suddenly remembering hioh 
self, he said, " Excuse mo, Dora ; the sight of you drov^ 
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every other thongbt from my mind, and I hare kept yon 
too long from one who loves you equally well with myself 
and who must be impatient at the delay. He is worthy of 
you, too, my child,'' he continued, without observing how tho 
color faded from Dora's cheeks. ''He is a noble young 
man, and no son was ever kinder to a father than he haa 
been to me, since the night when I welcomed him to my 
home in India. Oo to him, then, my daughter, and ask him 
to forgive my selfishness." 

From several little occn]^rences, Dora had received the im 
pression that a marriage between herself and Mr. Hastings 
would not be distasteful to his sister, but she had treated 
the subject lightly as something impossible. Still the 
thought of his loving another was fraught with pain, and 
when at last she knew that he was on the stormy sea, and 
felt that danger might befall him — when the faces of his 
mother and sister wore an anxious, troubled look as days 
went by, bringing them no tidings — when she thought it just 
possible that he would never return to them again, it came 
to her just as two years before it had come to him; and sit- 
tmg alone in her pleasant chamber, she, more than once, 
had wept bitterly, as she thought how much she loved him, 
and bow improbable it was that he should care for her, whom 
he bad found almost a beggar girl. 

In the first surprise of meeting him she had forgotten every- 
thing, save that he had returned to theifi in safety, and her 
manner towards bi'm then was perfectly natural ; bat now^ 
when Uncle Nat, after telling what he did, bade her go to 
him, she quitted the room reluctantly, and much as she 
wished to see him, she would undoubtedly have ran away 
up stairs, had she not met him in the hall, together with 
Mrs. Elliott, who was going to pay her respects to Unclfl 
Nat 
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" I hare not ^ken with you yet, Dora,'' he said, taking 
her hand between both his. ** Oto in there,'' motioning to 
the room he had jost left, ** and wait until I present Loaise 
to your nncle." 

It was a habit of Dora's always to cry just when sht 
wished to least, and now entering the little mnsic room, she 
threw herself upon the sofa and burst into tears. Thos Mr. 
Hastings found her on his return, and sitting down by her 
side, he said gently, " Are you, then, so glad that I have 
come home ?" 

Dora would not, for the world, let him know her real 
feelings, and she answered, " Yes, I am glad, but I am cry-* 
ing at what Uncle Nat said to me." 

Mr. Hastings bit his lip, for this was not exactly the kind 
of meeting he had anticipated, and after sitting an awkward 
moment, during which he was wishing that she had not ans- 
wered him as she did, he said : ''Will yon not look up, 
Dora, and tell me how you have passed the time of my ab« 
sence 7 I am sure you have improved it, both from your own 
appearance and what Louise has told me." 

This was a subject on which Dora felt that she could trust 
herself, sad drying her tears, she became very animated as 
she told him of the books she had read, and the studies she 
had pursued. " I have taken music lessons, too," she added. 
" Would you like to hear me play ?" 

Mr. Hastings would far rather have sat there, watching 
bor bright face, with his arm thrown lightly around her 
waist, but; it was this very act, this touch of his arm, which 
prompted her proposal, and gracefully disengaging her^f, 
she crossed over to the piano, which was standing in th^ 
room, and commeDced singing the old, and on that oceasioa, 
very approiwriate song of '* Home again, home again, from 
a foreign shore." The tones of her voice were rich and full, 
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and tbey reached the ear of Uucle Nat, who in his eagep 
ness to listen, forgot every thing, until Mrs. Elliott said, ' It 
is Dora Bingiog to my brother. Shall we join them ?" 

Leading the way she ushered him into the music roonii 
nrhere, standing at Dora's side, he listened rapturously to 
ber singing, occasionally wiping away a tear, called forth 
by the memories that song had awakened. The sight of 
the piano reminded him of Eugenia, and when Dora had 
finished playing, he laid his broad hand upon her shoulder 
and said, " Do you erer hear from them — ^the yillains ?" 

Dora knew to whom he referred, and half laughing at hii 
excited manner, she replied, as she stole a mischievous 
glance towards Mr. Hastings, ** I recelyed a letter from Eo* 
genia not long since, and she seemed very anxious to know 
in what part of Europe Mr. Hastings was now travelling, and 
if he were ever coming home 1" 

" Much good his coming home will do her, the trollop P 
muttered Uncle Nat, whispering incoherently to himself as he 
generally did, when Eugenia was the subject of bis thoughts. 
" Don't answer the letter," he said at last, " or, if you 
do, say nothing of me ; I wish to meet them first as a 
stranger." 

Near the window Mr. Hastings was standing, revolving 
in his own mind a double surprise which he knew would mor- 
tify Eugenia more than anything else. But in order to ef« 
feet this, Unde Nat must remain incog, for some time yet, < 
while Dora herself must be won, and this, with the jealous 
fears of a lover, he fancied might be harder to accomplish 
than the keeping Uncle Nat silent when in the presence of 
Eugenia. 

" To-morrow 1 jfll] see her alone, and know the worst,* 
he thought, and glancing at Dora, lie felt a thrill of feaf 
lest she, in all the freshness of her youth, iho\i\d i^txi^^ V^ 

1» 
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heart to one, who had called another than herself hti 
wife. 

Bat Ella Grey had never awakened a lore as deep and ab 
Borbing as that which he now felt for Dora Deane, and all 
that night he lay awake, wondering how he shonld op* 
proach her, and fancying sometimes that he saw the cold 
anrprise with which she woald listen to him, and again that 
he read in her dark blue eyes the answer which he sought. 
The morrow came, bat throughout the entire day, he found 
no opportunity of speaking to her alone, for Uncle Nat 
hovered near her side, gazing at her as if he would never 
ture of looking at her beautiful face. And Dora, too, had 
much to say to the old man, on this the first day after his 
return. With his head resting upon her lap, and her soft 
white hand upon his wrinkled brow, she told him of her 
mother, and the message she had left for him on the sad 
night when she died; Then she spoke of her aunt Sarah, 
of Eugenia and Alice, and the wrath of Uncle Nat was 
somewhat abated, when he heard ktr pleading with him not 
to be"^o angry and unforgiving — 

" I can treat Alice well, perhaps,'' he said, '* for she, it 
seems, was never particularly unkind. And for your sake, 
I may forgive the mother. But Eugenia fiercr I — not even 
if Fannie herself should ask me P 

Thus passed that day, and when the next one camO; 
Uncle Nat still staid at Dora's side, following her from 
room to room, and never for a moment leaving Mr. Hastings 
with her alone. In this manner nearly a week went by, and 
the latter was beginning to despair, when one evening as 
the three were together in the little music room, and Mrs. 
Elliott was with her mother, who was ill, it suddenly occurred 
to Uncle Nat that he had appropriated Dora entirely to 
himself, not giving Mr. Hastings a single opportunity fof 
seeiag ber alone. 
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''I hare wondered that be did not tell me he was en* 
gaged,'' he thought, ''bat how conld he when I haren't 
gi?en him a chance to speak to her, nnlesfl he did it before 
me ; steange, I should be so selfish : but 111 make amendi 
now — thoQgh I do hope hell be quick I" 

Rising up, he walked to the door, when thinking that Mn 
Hastings might possibly expect him to retnm eyery mo- 
ment, and so keep silent, he said, " I've been in the way of 
yon young folks long enough, and I feel just as if something 
might happen if I left you together 1 Call me when you 
want me V so saying he shut the door, and Mr. Hastings 
was alone at last with Dora Deane I 

Both knew to what Uncle Nat referred, and while Dora 
fidgeted from one thing to another, looking at a book of 
prints wrong side up, and admiring the pictures, Mr. Hast- 
ings sat perfectly still, wondering why be was so much 
afraid of her. Two years before he felt no fear ; but a 
refusal at that time would not hare affected him as it 
would do now, for be did not then know how much be loved 
her. Greatly he desired that she should speak to him— 
look at him — or do something to break the embarrassing 
silence ; but this Dora had no intention of doing, and she 
was just meditating the propriety of nmning away, when be 
found voice enough to say, " Will yon come and sit by me^ 
Dora ?" 

She bad always obeyed him, and she did so now, taking 
a seat, however, as far from him as possible, on the end of 
the sofa. Still, when be moved up closely to her side, 
and wound his arm about her, she did not object, though 
her face burned with blushes, and she thought it quite likely 
that her next act would be to cry I And this she did do^ 
irhen he said to her, "Dora, do you remember the night 
when Ella died ?" 
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He di^ not expect any answer yet, and be eontisBedi 
" She told me, yon know, of a time when, though not fo^ 
getting her, I should love another — should seek to call 
another my wife. And, Dora, she was right, for I do lo?« 
another, better, if it be possible, thiui I did my lost Ella. 
Tis four years since she left me, and now that I would have 
a second wife, will the one whom I have chosen from all the 
world to be that wife, answer me ^ ? Will she go back 
with me in the autumn to my long deserted home, where her 
presence always brought sunlight and joy 7^ 

There was no coquetry about Dora Deana, and she cooM 
not hare practised it now, if there had been. She knew 
Mr. Hastings was in earnest — knew that he meant what he 
said — and the little hand, which at first had stolen partly 
under her dress, lest he should touch it, came back from its 
hiding-idace, and- crept 8k>wly along until his was reached, 
and there she let it lay I Thds was her answer, and he was 
satisfied I 

For a long, long time they sat together, while Mr. Hast- 
ings talked, not wholly of the future when she would be his 
wife, but of the New Year's morning, years ago, when he 
found her sleeping in the chamber of death — of the bright 
June afternoon, when she sat with her bare feet in the run- 
ning brook — of the time when she first brought comfort to 
his home — of the dark, rainy evening, when the sight of 
her sitting in Ella's room, with Ella's baby on her lap, had 
cheered his aching heart — of the storm she had braved to 
tell him his baby was dyingp— ^ the winter night when faa 
watched her throagh the window«-of the dusky twilight 
when she sat at his feet in the little library at Rose Hill-— 
and again in Ids sister's home on the Hudson, when ho first 
knew how much he loved her. Of letll these pictnrcs so kk^ 
ieJibly stamped upon his memory, he told her, and of tbs 
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BMUiyy many timea his thoagbts had been of her when afar 
OD a fiveiga shore. 

And Dora, listenini^ to him, did not csare to answer, ber 
heart was so fall of happiness, to know that she shonld ba 
thns loved hj one like Howard Hastings. From a tower not fat 
distant, a citj clock strack ttodve, and then, starting np, she ex- 
clainisd, " So late I \ thought 'twas odI j ten I We have kept 
Uncle Na5 too long. Will yon go with me to him 7" and with 
his arms still aronnd her, Mr. Hastings arose to accompany her. 

For half an honr after leaving the masic-room Uncle Nat 
had walked up and down the long parlors, with his hands 
in his pK)ckets, hoping Mr. Hastings wotdd be brief, and 
expecting each moment to hear Dora calling him back I In 
this manner an hour or more went by, and then grown very 
nervous and cold (for it was a damp, chilly night, such as 
often occurs in our latitude, even in summer) he began to 
think that if Dora were not coming, a fire would be accep< 
table, and he drew his chair near to the register, which was 
closed. Wholly unaccustomed to furnaces, he did not think 
to open it, and for a time longer he sat wondering why he 
didn't grow warm, and if it took everybody as long to pro* 
pose as it did Mr. Hastings. 

It " didn't take me long to tell my love to Fanny," he said, 
" but then she refused, and when they accept, as Dora will, 
it's always a longer process, I reckon I" 

This point satisfactorily settled, he began to wish the 
atmosphere of the room would moderate, and hitching in 
his chair, he at last sat directly over the register I bat even 
this failed 'to warm him, and mentally concluding that, 
'* though furnaces might do very well for New Yorkers, they 
were of no account whatever to an East India man," he fell 
asleep. In this situation, Dora found him. 

" Poor old man," said she, " 'twas thoughtless in mfi t<5 
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leave him so long," and kissing his brow, she cried, " Waktt 
np. Uncle Nat — wake npl" and Uncle Nat nibbing his eyes 
with his red stiff fingers, and looking in her glowing facey 
kaew " that something had happened I" 
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CHAPTER XX. 

THE SPRINGS. 

Mb. Hashkos and Dora were engaged. Mrs. HastiDgig 
the mother, and Mrs. Elliott, the sister, had signified theif 
entire approbation, while Uncle Nat, with a hand placed on 
either head of the yoang people, had blessed them as his 
children, hinting the while that few brides e'er wdnt forth as 
richly dowered as should Dora Deane. The marriage was not 
to take place until the following October, as Mr. Hastings 
wished to make some improTements at Rose Hill,^which was 
Btill to be his home proper, though Unqle ^at insisted upon 
baying a very elegant house in the city for a winter residence, 
whenever they chose thus to use it< To this proposal Mr. 
Hastings made no objection, for though he felt that his 
greatest happiness would be in having Dora all to himself in 
Dunwood, he knew that society in the city would never have 
the effect upon her which it did upon Ella, for her tastes, 
like his own, were domestic, and on almost every subject 
she felt and thought as he did. 

Immediately after his engagement he imparted to Uncle 
ITat a knowledge of the double surprise he had planned for 
Gugenia, and the old gentleman at last consented, saying, 
though, that '^ 'twas doubtful whether be could hold him* 
Eelf together when first he met the young lady, ^till, with 
Mr. Hastings's presence as a check, he would try .'' 
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So it was arranged that in Dunwood, where Mr. Hastings's 
return was still unknown, Uncle Nat should pass as a Mr 
Hamilton^ whom Mr. Hastings had picked up in his trarels. 
Four years of his earlier life had been spent in Sonth 
America, and whenever he spoke of anj particular 
place of abode it was to be of Buenos Ayres, where he had 
once resided. Bj this means he could the more easily leara 
for himself the character and disposition of his relatives, 
and feeling now more eager than ever to meet them, he here 
started with Mr. Hastings for Dunwood. It was morning 
when they reached there, and with a dark, lowering brow, 
he looked curiously at the house which his companion desig* 
nated as Locust Grove. It was a pleasant spot, and it 
seemed almost impossible that it should be the home of a 
woman as art&d and designing as Eugenia. About it now, 
however, there was an air of desertion. The doors were 
shut and the blinds closed, as if the inmates were absent. 

On reaching Rose Hill, where he found his servants ovei> 
whelmed with delight at his unexpected return, Mr. Has* 
tings casually inquired of Mrs. Leah if the Deanes were at 
home. A shadow passed over the old lady's face, and fold- 
ing her arms, she leaned against the door and began : ** I 
wonder now, if you're askin' after them the first thing I I 
don't know but they are well enough, all but . Eugenia. I 
believe I never disliked anybody as I do her, and no won- 
der, the way she's gone on. At first she used to come up 
here almost every week on purpose to ask about you, though 
she pretended to tumble over your books, and mark 'em all 
up with her pencil. But when that scepegrace Stepkm 
Grey came, she took another tack^ and the way she and he 
went on was scandalous. She was a running up here the 
whole timj that he wasn't a streakin' it down there." 

'* StepJun Grey been here ? When and what for ?" intep 
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nipted Mr. Hastings, who, as his father-in-law, daring his 
absence, had removed to Philadelphia, knew nothing of the 
family. 

" Yon may well ask that^'' returned Mrs. Leah, growing 
^ery much excited as she remembered the trouble the fast 
young man had made her. " Last fall in shootin' time, ho 
came here, bag, baggage, guns, dogs and all — said it didn't 
make a speck of difference, you being away — 'twas all in the 
family, and so you'd a' thought, the way he went on, drinkin, 
swearin', shootin', and caronsin' with a lot of fellers who staid 
•with him here a spell,' and then, when they were gone, he took. 
a flirtin' with Eugenia Deane, who told him, I'll bet, more'n 
fife hundred lies about an old uncle that, she says, is rich 
as a Jew, and has willed his property to her and Alice." 

" The viper !" mattered Uncle Nat to himself ; and Mrs. 

• 

Leah continued, '* I shouldn't wonder if old Mr. Grey was 
gettiu' poor, and Steve, I guess, woald marry anybody who 
had money ; but Lord knows I don't want him to have her, 
for though he ain't an atom too good, I used to live in the 
family, and took care of him when he was little. I should 
a' written about his carryin's on to Mrs.. Elliott, only I knew 
she didn't think any too much of the Oreys, and 'twould 
only trouble her for nothin'." 

"But where are they now — Mrs. Deane and her daugh 
ters 7" asked Mr. Hastings ; and Mr^ Leah replied, " Gone 
to Avon Springa ; in4 folks do say they've done their ow.n 
work, and ate cold victuals off the pantry shelf ever since last 
November, so as to save money, to cut a swell. I guess Eu* 
genia'll be mighty glad if that old uncle ever dies. For my 
part, I hope he won't I or, if he does, I hope he woa'4 leave 
her a dollar." 

**N'(9$ a dime r thought Uncle Nat, who, not being sup* 
posed to feel interested in Eugenia Deane, had tried to apt 
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pear iodifferent^ holding hard the while upon the ro jndfl iA 
his chair ''to keep himself together." 

Alone with Mr. Hastiags, his wrath barst forth, bot after 
a few tremendous explosions, he grew calm, and proposed 
that they too shoald g9 at once to Avon. ** We shall then 
lee the lady in all her glory," said he, ** and maybe hear 
lomethiiig about her old uncle, though you'll have to keep 
your eye on me, or I shall go off on a sudden, and shake 
her as a dog would a snake I We'll send for Mrs. Elliott 
and Dora to join us there," he continued ; " it will be fun 
\o bring them together, and see what Eugenia will do." 

'* I am afraid you could not restrain yourself," said Mr. 
'Hastings ; but Uncle Nat was sure he could, and after a few 
i>ays they started for Avon, where " Miss Eugenia Deaue, 
^e heiress," was quite a belle. 

For a long time after Mr. Hastings's departure for Eo- 
Tope, she had remained true to him, feeding on the remem- 
brance of his parting words, that ** he had more reasons for 
remembering her than she supposed ;" but when, as months 
went by, he sdat her neither letter, paper nor message, she 
began to think that possibly he bad nerer entertained a 
serious thought concerning her, and when Stephen Grey 
came, she was the more ready to receive his attentions, and 
forgive his former neglect. He was a reckless, nnprincipl'vi 
fellow, and feeling this time rather pleased with the bold 
dashing manner of Eugenia, backed as it was by the sup* 
posed will of Uncle Nat, he made some advances, which 
ghe readily met, making herself and him, as Mrs. Leah bad 
said, "perfectly ridiculous." When he left Dun wood he 
went west, teUing her playfully, that, 'Mf he found no one 
there who salted him better than she, he would the next sum* 
mer meet her at Avon, and perhaps propose I He was 
disgusted with Saratoga, Newport, Nahant, and all thoso 
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•tapid places,^ he said "and wished to try something 
now." 

To spend soTeral weeks at Avon, therefore, was now 
Eugenia's object. She had succeeded in coaxing her mother 
to withhold from Dora the thousand dollars, a part of which 
was safely inrested for their own benefit, but this alone 
would not coyer all their expenses, for Mrs. Deane, growing 
gay and foolish as she grew older, declared her intention of 
going to Avon also. ** The water would do her good,'' she 
said, " and 'twas time she saw a little of society." 

To this plan Eugenia did not particularly object, "for It 
would indicate wealth," she thought, for the whole family to 
spend the summer at u watering place. Still it would cost 
a great deal, and though Uncle Nat's remittance came at 
the usual time, they did not dare to depend wholly upon 
that, lest on their return there should be nothing left with 
which to buy their bread. In this emergency, they hit 
upon the expedient of dismissing their servant, and starv- 
ing themselves through the winter and spring, for the pur- 
pose of making a display in the summer ; and this last 
they were now doing. £ugenia flattered like a butterflyi 
sometimes in white satin, sometimes in pink, and again in 
embroidered muslin ; while her mother, a very little dis* 
gusted with socU^f^ but still determined to brave it through, 
held aside her cambric wrapper and made faces over tkrii 
glasses of spring water in the morning, drowned herself in a 
hot bath every other day, rode twice a day in crowded 
omnibuses to and from the springs, through banks of sand 
and clouds of dust^ and sat every evening in the heated 
parlors with a very red face, and a very tight dress, woot 
*dering if everybody enjoyed themselves as little in society 
as she did, and thinking ten dollars per week a great deal 
to pay for being as uncomfortable as she was I 
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For her disquietude, howeyer, she felt in a measnrt 
repaid when she saw that Eugenia was the most showj 
jonng ladj present, and managed to keep about her a cross- 
eyed widower, a near sigbted-bachelor, a medical studenl 
of nineteen, a broken down merchant, a lame d&cer, a 
spiritualist, and Stephen Grey I This completed the list of 
her admirers, if we except a gouty old man, who praked her 
dandng, and would perhaps have called her beautiful, bat 
for his better half, who could see nothing agreeable or 
pleasing in the dashing belle. True to his promise, Stephen 
Orey had met her there, and they were in the midst of quite 
a flirtation, when Mr. Hastings &nd Uncle Nat arrired ; 
the latter registering his name as Mr. HcmUkm; and taking 
care soon after to speak of Buenos Ayres, as a place where 
he formerly lived. The ruse was successful, and in less than 
half an hour, it was known through the house, that "the 
singular looking old gentleman was a South American, a 
bachelor, and rich undoubtedly, as such men always 
were I . • 

The Deanes .were that afternoon riding with Stephen 
Grey, and did not return until after supper, a circnmstasoe 
which Eugenia greatly lamented when she learned that their 
numbers had been increased by the arriyal of an elegaiit 
looking stranger from New York, together with aa old 
South American, whose name was Hamilten. The name of 
the other Eugenia's informant did not know, for ho had not 
tegistered it, but " he was a splendid-looking man,' she 
said, and with more than usual care, Eugenia dressed het' 
self for the CTening, and between the hours of eight and 
nine, sailed into the parlor with the air of a queen. 

From his window in an uf^^ chamber Uncle Nat had ' 
seen the ladies, as they returned from their ride ; and when 
Mr. Hastings, who at that time was absebt from the room, 
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eame back to it, be fonnd the old gcntlemun harriedly 
pacing the floor and eTidentlj.miich excited. 

" i've seen Aer/' said he, " tht very one hersdf—^Eugenia 
Dtame ! I knew her mother in a moment, and I knew her 
too,, by her evil eyes. I could hardly refrain from poanclng 
9pon hor, and I belieye I did shake my fist at her 1 Bui 
it's over now/' he continued, '' and I am glad I have seen 
her, for I can meet her and not betray myself ; though, 
Hastings, if at any time I am missing, yon may know that 
I'ye come np here to let myself off, for my wrath mnst evapo- 
rate somehow.^' 

Feeling confident that he could trust him, Mr. Hastings 
ere long accompanied him to the parlor, where his gen* 
tlemanly manners, and rather peculiar looks procured for 
him immediate attention ; and when £agenia entered the 
room, he was conyersing familiarly with some gentlemen 
whose notice she had in yain tried to attract. At a little 
distance from him and nearer the door was Mr. Hastings, 
talking to Stephen Grey. Eugenia did not observe him 
until she was directly at his side, then, turning pale, she 
uttered an exclamation of surprise, while he, in his usual 
polite, easy manner, offered his hand, first to her mother, and 
then to herself and Alice, saying, in reply to their many 
inquiries as to when he returned, that he reached Dunwood 
a few days before, and finding they were all at Avon, had 
concluded to follow. At this remark the pallor left Eugenia's 
cheek, and was succeeded by a bright glow, for " Mr. Hastings 
must feel interested in her, or he would not have followed hef 
there f and the black eyes, which a few hours before had 
smiled so bewitchingly upon Stephen Grey, now^one with a 
brighter lustre, as she tsLlked with Mr. Hastings of his Euro- 
pean tonr, asking him why he had staid so long, and telling 
him how natural it seemed to have him home once more. 
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'' By the way/' she contiuued, ** they say there Is on oU 
South Americaa here — a queer eld fellow-— did he cami 
with you V 

** Yes/' answered Mr. Hastings, glancing towards Uncla 
^aty whose eyes had never for a moment lost nght of 
Engenia ; ** I found him in my travels, and liking him very 
much, brought him home with me. Allow me to introdocc 
you, for though rather eccentric, he's a fine man, and quite 
wealthy, too." 

** Wealth is nothing I I wouldn't think any more of him 
for that," returned Eugenia, taking Mr. Hastings's arm, and 
advancing toward Uncle Nat, whose left hand grasped 
tightly one side of his blue coat, while the other was ofifered 
to Eugenia. 

With a slight shudder, he dropped her hand as soon as it 
was touched ; then, pressing his fingers together so firmly, 
that his long nails left marks in his flesh, he looked curiously 
down upon her, eyeing her furtively as if she had been a wild 
beast. Nothing of all this escaped Eugenia, who, feeling 
greatly amused at what she thought to be his embarrass- 
ment, and fancying he had never before conversed with so 
fine a lady as herself, she commenced quizzing him in a 
manner excessively provoking to one of his excitable tem- 
perament. Lifting up first one foot, and then the other, he 
felt his patience fast giving way, and at last, aS her ridicule 
became more and more marked, he could endure it no longer, 
but returned it with a kind of sarcasm far more scathing than 
anything she could say. Deeply chagrined, and feeling that 
she had been beaten with her own weapons, she was about 
to leave thc^h old bear," as she mentally styled him, when 
remembering that he was Mr. Hastings's friend, and, as suchi 
worthy of more respect than she had paid him, she said play* 
fully, " I have a mother and sister here, whom yon ma] 
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like better than you do me. I'll iutrodace theto," and 
tripping across the room, she made known her wishes to her 
mother, adding that " there was a chance for her, as ha 
was au old bachelor." 

Long and searchingly the old man looked in the face of 
the widow, thinking of the time when she had called jPomzai 
her sister ; bnt of this Mrs. Deane did not know ; and re* 
membering what Engenia had said, she blnshed crimson, 
and as soon as possible, stole away, leaying him alone with 
Alice, with whom he was better )$leased, talking with her so 
long that £agenia, who was horering near Mr. Hastings, 
began to laugh at what she called her sister's conquest. 
Nothing had escaped Mr. Hastings, and thinking this a good 
opportunity for rebuking the young lady, he spoke of Mr. 
Hamilton in the highest terms, saying that " he should con- 
sider any disrespect paid to his friend a slight to himself.'^ 
This hint was sufficient, and wishing to make amends for 
her rudeness, Eugenia ere long sought the stranger, and 
tried to be very agreeable ; but there was no affinity b^ 
tween them, and to Mr. Hastings, who was watching them, 
they seemed much like a fierce mastiff, and a spiteful cat, 
impatient to pounce npon each other I 

During the evening the three w^e standing togetlier, and 
Eugenia suddenly remembering Dora, asked Mr. Hastings 
how she was, saying she seldom wrote to them, and when 
she did, her letters amounted to nothing. With a warn* 
ing glance at Uncle Nat, whose face grew very dark, Mr. 
Hastings replied that she was well, and had, he thought^ 
improved under his sister's care. 

" I am glad,*^ said she, " for there was nef^ enough of 
improTement. She was so unrefined, always preferring thf 
kitehen to the parlor, that we couldn't make anything of 
Iwr.'' 



168 DORA DEANE. 

A suddea " Ugh P^ from Uncle Nat stopped her, and iIm 
asked him what was the matter. 

" Nothing, nothmg," said he, wiping his face, '' odIj Fm 
getting pretty warm, and must cool oft** 

The next moment he was gone, and when, at a late hoar, 
Ur. Hastings repaired to his room, he knew bj the cbainy 
boots, brushes, and books scattered oyer the floor, that 
Uncle Nat, snoring so loudly in bed, had cooled off 1 

'' I had to iiold on, to keep from falling to pieces right 
before her," he said, next morning, in speaking of the last 
night's adventure ; " but I shall do better next time. I am 
getting a little accustomed to it." 

And be was right, for only twice during the entire day and 
evening did he disappear from the room. Onc^ when £agonia 
sat down to play, and once when he heard her telling Ste- 
phen Grey, who asked her to ride again, that, " he really must 
excuse her, as she had a letter to write to Unde JNat, who 
undoubtedly wondered why she was so tardy. And yoa 
know," she said, " it won't do to neglect him I" 

Uncle Nat knew it was a farce to get rid of Stephen Grey, 
who was nothing compared with his brother-in-law, but 
tiis indignation was not the less ; and Mr. Hastings, when 
tie saw the long blue coat flying up the stairs, smiled 
quietly, though he pitied the poor old man, who was thus 
kept vibrating between his chamber and the parlor. 

In this manner several days passed away, during which 
time Uncle Nat's temper was severely tested, both by Euge- 
nia's remarks concerning Dora, and by what she said of 
himself; for be more than once heai*d her speaking of ''QU 
{JfloeiVa^," who sent her money to buy the various articles 
of jewelry which she wore. On such occasions it seemed 
almost impossible for him to restrain his anger, and he often 
wished he had never promised to keep silent ; but bj tn^ 
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qtient ?ifiit8 to his chamber, which witnessed many a terrific 
Btorm, he managed to be qniet, so that Eugenia had no sns- 
picion whatever, thoagh she disliked him greatly, and wished 
he had never come there. Mr. Hastings troubled her, too, 
for she felt rcry nncertain as to the nature of his feelings to- 
wards her. He treated her politely, but that was all, and 
BO management on her part could draw from hira any par- 
ticular attention. 

" Maybe he's jealous of Stephen Grey,'* she thought, and 
then she became so cold towards the latter individual, that 
had he not remembered Unde Nat's will, in which he firmly 
beliered, he would have packed his trunk at once, and left 
her in disgust. 

But Stephen's necessities were great. There was stand- 
ing against him a long list of bills, which his father refused 
to pay, and he was ready to marry the first purse which wa^^ 
offered. Had Eugenia been altogether agreeable to him, ho 
would have proposed ere this, but without knowing why, he 
felt afraid of her. Added to this was the memory of his 
mother's threat, that his father should disinherit him if he 
di!^raced them by marrying that Deaw girl, in whose ex* 
pected fortune she did not believe. So halting between 
two opinions, he allowed himself to be taken up and cast 
off whenever the capricious Eugenia chose. 

Id the meantime. Uncle Nat had cultivated the acquaint- 
ance of Mrs. Deane and Alice, finding the latter quite a 
pleasant girl, and feeling disposed to think more favorably 
of the former when he heard her speak kindly of Dora, as 
the always did. Matters were in this state, when, one 
nXunnooOf in compliance with her brother's written request, 
Mrs. Elliott arrived, together with Dora. Most of the visi- 
ton were at the springs, and as Eugenia never let an oppor- 
tunity pass for showing herself to the guests of the difer^^^ 

8 
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houses, she too was there, and thos failed to seo how t«» 
derlj Dora was greeted by Mr; Hastiogs, and hQw fondly 
Undo Nat clasped her in bis arms, holding her hand all thf 
way \ip the stairs, and only releasing her when s^ie reached 
the door of the room, wluch had been preyionsly engaged 
(br them by Mr. Hastings. Feeling slighUy indisposed, 
Mrs. Elliott did not go down to supper, and as Dora choae 
to remain with her, neither of them were seen nntil ereiiing. 
iSngenia had heard of the arriyal of two aristocratic looking 
ladies, one of whom was yoong and very beantifol, and thia 
aroused her fears at once. Hitherto she had reigned with- 
out a rival, for aside from her beauty, the generally believed 
rumor of her being an heiress, procured for ber attention 
from many who otherwise wopld hare been disgusted with 
her overbearing manner and boisterous conduct ; fbr, lik<^ 
many others, she had fallen into the error of thinking that 
to be fashionable^ she must be bold and noisy, and no voic^ 
in the drawing-room ever reached so high a note as hers 
Still she was tolerated and flattered, and when the friend, 
who told her of the new arrivals, and who had caught a 
view of Dora^s face, langhingly bade her beware lest her 
star should begin to wane, she curled her lip ia scorn, as 
if anything in Avon could compete with her^ who " had 
spent so many seasons at Saratoga and NewpoH, and who 
would have gone there this summer, only she wanted a 
change, and then it was more quiet for ma,P^ 

This was one of her stereotyped remarks until Mr. Hast- 
ings came, but be knew her, and in his presence she was less 
assuming. She had heard that the new arrivals were his 
friends, and thinking they must of course be sawubodf, she 
arrayed b^'self for the evening with unusual care, wearing 
her white satin and lace bertha, the most becomjfig aoid al 
the sasie tiaie the most ezpensiTe dress she had. 
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** I wish I had some pearls," she said, glancing at hei 
raven hair ; " thej woiUd look so much richer than theoe 
flowers." 

" I should think an heiress like ytm woald hare eyerjthing 
Bhc wanted," suggested Alice, mischiovoaslj, and Eugoaia 
replied, ** Oh, pshaw I We shall never get more than five 
hundred a year from Uncle Nat, but I don't much care. 
Old Mr. Grcj is wealthy, and if Mr. Hastings don't mani* 
fest any more interest in me than he has since he cama 
here, I shall let that foolish Sieve propose, much as I dislike 
him." 

So saying, she clasped upon her arm a heavy bracelet, 
for which the sum of forty dollars bad been paid, and de* 
scendod with her mother and sister to the parlor. Mrs. 
Elliott and Dora were there before her — the former leaning 
on Mr. Hastings's arm, while the latter was already sur- 
rounded by a group of admirers, a few of whom had met 
her before. She w*as standing with her back towards Ech 
genia, who singled her out in a moment, as her rival, notic- 
ing first her magnificent hair, in which an ornament of any 
kind would have been out of place, and which was confined 
at the back of the head by a small and elegantly wrought 
gold comb. Her dress was perfectly plain, consisting simply 
of white India muslin, which fitted her admirably and 
seemed well adapted to her youthful form. 

" Who is she ?" inquired Eugenia of Uncle Nat, who had 
stationed himself near the door, on purpose to see how the 
first sight of Dora would affect her. 

" Who is she I" he replied. " Strange you don't know youf 
own cousin Dora Deaiu,'^ and a look of intense satisfaction 
uanced in his keen eyes, as he saw the expression of astoiii 
ishment which passed over Eugenia's face. 

" Impossible I" she exclaimed, while a pang of envy shol 
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through her heart. ''That stylish looking girl can't \m 
Dora I Why, I always supposed Mrs. Elliott made a half 
servaut, half companion of her. She never told us any 
different ;*' and with a vague hope that the old Sonth Amer 
kan might bo mistaken, she took a step or two forward, 
just as Dora turned round, disclosing to view her face. 

There was no longer any doubt, and with mingled feelingf 
o'f surprise, mortification, jealousy, and rage, Eugenia ad* 
Tanced to meet her, wisely resolving as she did so to make 
the best of it, and never let her cousin know hoi^ much an- 
noyed she was. Both Mrs. Deane and Alfce were greeted 
kindly by Dora, who could scarcely be more than polite to 
Eugenia, and when the latter made a movement to kiss 
her, she my<^imtarily drew back, feeling that she could not 
suffer it 

" Grown suddenly very proud," muttered Eugenia, at the 
same time determining that her mother ^should insist upon 
taking Dora home with them, and secretly exulting as she 
thought how she should again work in the dark kitchen at 
Locust Grove, as she had done before. '' That'll remove 
some of her fine airs, I reckon," she thought, as, with bitter 
hatred at her heart, she watched her young cousin, who, 
throughout the entire evening, continued to be the centre of 
attraction. 

Everybody asked who she was ; everybody pronounced 
her beautiful, and everybody neglected Eugenia Doane, who, 
greatly enraged, retired early, and vented her wrath, in 
tears, to think that the once despised Dora should now be 
10 fS&r above her. 

' Bat it shall not be," she said,^ and then to her mother 
nhe unfolded her plan of having Dora go home with them 
immediately. " I'd as soon be in Joppa as to stay here with 
her for a rival," she said. " Mr. Hastings don't care for me^ 
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I know, and I hate that old codger of a Hamfltony with hla 
Rareastic remarks and prying ejes. IVe been here long 
eiioogh, and I mean to go home." 

To this proposition Mrs. Deane assented willingly ; bnt 
she expressed her doubts conceroing her ability to maJ!s» 
Dora accompany them. 

" Of course she'll go," said Eugenia, " Her mother 
placed her under your control, and she is bound to obey." 

Yielding at last, as she generally did, Mrs. Dcano pro- 
mised to see what she could do, and the nest day she 
announced to Mrs. Elliott her intention of taking Dora 
home with her. " I am grateful for all you have done for 
her," said she ; " but we need her, and cannot spare her 
any longer, so, Dora dear," turning to her niece, " pack up 
your things, and we will start to-morrow morning." 

Had Uncle Nat been there, he would, undoubtedly, have 
exploded at once ; but he was not present, neither was Mr. 
Hastings, and it reifiained for Mrs. Elliott alone to reply, 
which she did firmly and decidedly. "No, Mrs. Deane, 
Dora cannot go. She was committed to your care, I know, 
bnt you gave her up to me, and I shall not part with her 
nnless I am legally compelled to do so, or she wishes to go. 
She can answer this last for herself," and she turned towards 
Dora, who, drawing nearer to her, replied, " I am sorry tf 
disobey you. Aunt Sarah, but I cannot leave Mrs. Elliott." 

Mrs. Deane was not very courageous, and unwilling to 
press her claim, she turned away and reported her ill-succesi 
to Eugenia, who heaped a torrent of abuse upon both Mi's 
Elliott, Dora, the old South American, and Mr. Hastings 
who, she declared, were all leagued against them. 

" But I don't care," said she, " old Mr. Grey is quite at 
wealthy as Mr. Hastings, and by saying the word, I can 
narry Stece at any time ; and I will do it, too," she coa 
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Unoed, " and that proud Mrs. Elliott «hall ydt be obiigdl to 
meet me oa terms of equality, for afae will lot dare to 
neglect tJu Greys P' 

Somewhat comforted by this thoagfat, she dried her tears, 
and signified her willinjgness to start for home on the 
morrow, even if Dora did not accompany her« As yet, she 
bad no suspicion whatever of the engagement ^cisting 
between Mr. Hastings and her cousin. There was nothing 
in the manner of either to betray it, and when, next morn- 
ings attired in her travellmg dress, she stood with them upon 
the piazza, she little thought how and whore she would next 
meet them. At her side was Stephen Grey. He had been 
won over by her gracious smiles the night previous, and 
was now goin j^ with her as far as Rochester, where, if a 
favorable opportunity were presented, he intended offering 
himself for her acceptance. Uncle Nat was not present, 
and Eugenia was glad that it was so, for there was some* 
thing about him exceedingly annoying to her, and she always 
felt relieved at his absence. 

" Why do you go so soon ? I thought you were intending 
to spend the summer," said one of her old admirers ; and with 
a scornful toss of her head, she replied, ** It is getting so 
insufferably dull here, that I can't endure it any longer." 

Just then the omnibus was announced, and with a hurried 
good bye, she followed her baggage down the stairs, and 
amid a cloud of dust was driven rapidly away, while Uncle 
Nat, from his chamber window, sent after her a not very 
complimentary or affectionate adieu. Arrived at the hotel 
in Rochester, where Engcnia had once waited in vain for 
Mr. Hastings, Stephen Grey managed to hear from her again, 
that she had well-founded hopes' of being one of the heirs of 
Nathaniel Deane, who, she said, sent them annually a sum 
of money varying from five to fifteen hundred doUara 
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This was quite a consideration for one whose finances Were 
low, and whose father, while threatening to disinherit him, 
was himself on the verge • of bankruptcy, and thinking the 
annual remittances worth securing, even if the will should 
fail, Stephen found an opportunity to go down on his knees 
before her after the most approved fashion, telling her that 
** she alone could make him happy, and that without her ho 
should be wfetcbed f and she, knowing just how much in 
earnest he was, promised to be his wife, intending the while 
to break that promise if she saw in Mr. Hastings any signs 
of renewed interest. So, when Stephen pressed her to n^pto 
an eairly day, she put him off, telling him she could not think 
of being married until near the middle of autumn, and at the 
same time requesting him to keep their engagement a secret, 
for she did not wish it to be a subject of remark, as engaged 
people always were. To this, Stephen consented willingly, as 
he would thus escape, for a time, his mother's anger. And so 
when, tired, jaded, cross and dusty, Eugenia Deane reached 
Locust Grove, she had the satisfaction of knowing that her 
trip to the Springs had been successful, inasmuch as it pro^ 
cured for her " a hudtamd^ iuA as he wtM." 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

THE DOUBLS SURPBISB. * 

The Deanes had been home about two weeks when ICr. 
Hastings retarned to Eose Hill, accompanied by the " Old 
^h)ath American/' who seemed to have taken up his aboda 
there. Being naturally rather reserved, the latter visited 
Hnt little in the village, while at Locust Grove he never 
i^V/d4, and seldom saw Eugenia when he met her in the 

' ^1. Mr. Hastings, too, was unusaally cool in his man- 
tier towards her, and this she imputed wholly to the fact of 
her having been rude to his friend on the night of her 
iutroduction. " He was never so before " she thought, and 
she redoubled her efforts to be agreeable, to no effect, as he 
was simply polite to her and nothing more. So after a 
scries of tears and headaches, she gave him up, comforting 
herself with the belief that he would never marry anybody. 
After this, she smiled more graciously upon Stephen Grey, 
who, pretending to be a lawyer, had, greatly to her annoyance, 
hung out his sign in Bunwood, where his office proper seemed 
to be in the bar-room, or drinking-saloon, as in one of these 
he was always to be found, when not at Locust Grove. 

One evening, towards the last of September, when he 
came as usual to see her, he startled her with the news, thai 
there was ere long to be a new bride at Rose Hill 1 Start- 
ing involuntarily, Eugenia exclaimed, " A new bride I It 
can't be possible 1 Who is it ?" 
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It was months since Stephen had been in New York, and 
he knew nothing, except that the lad/ was from the citj, 
and ho mentioned a BiKss Morton^ with whom be had several 
times seen Mr. Hastings walking, and who was very inti 
mate with Mrs. Elliott. At first Eagenia refused to believe 
it, bnt when she had remembered how eztcnsivo^j Mr. Hastingi 
was repairing his place, and heard that the honse was being 
entirely refurnished, and fitted up in a princely style, she 
wept again o?er her mined hopes, and experienced many a 
sharp pang of envy, when from time to time she saw go by 
loads of elegant furniture, and knew that it was not for her- 
self, bnt another. The old Sooth American, too, it was 
said, was yery lavish of his money, purchasing many costly 
ornaments, and furnishing entirely the chamber of the bride. 
For this the fair Eugenia styled him " a silly old fool," won- 
dering " what business it was to him," and " why he need 
be so much interested in one who, if she had any sense, 
would, in less than two weeks, turn him from the house, 
with his heathenish ways." Still, fret as nhe would, she 
could not in the least retard the progress of matters, and 
one morning towards the last of October, she heard from 
Mrs. Leah, whom she met at a store in the village, that the 
weddiug was to take place ^t the house of the bride on 
Tuesday of the next week,<ind that on Thursday evening fol- 
lowing, there was to be a grand party at Rose Hill, far ex- 
ceeding in splendor and elegance the one given there some 
years before. «fp» 

" Crowds of folks," she said, " are coming from the city 
Kith the bridal pair, who would start on Wednesday, stay 
in Syracuse all n'ght, and reach Dunwood about threo 
a*clock on Thursday afternoon. The invitations for tin 
village people," she added, " were already wltten and wer« 
left with her to distribute on Wednesday morning." 

8* 
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Engenia would have giTcn much to know if she were ii» 
?ited, bnt she was too proud to ask,, and assuming an ur ol 
(odifiTcrence she casuallj inquired the name of the bride. 

With the manner of one in a deep study, Mrs. Leah re- 
plied, ** Let me see I It's a very common name* Stmnge I 
don't speak it !" 

" Morton ?" suggested Eugenia, but Mrs. Leah aflbfted 
not to hear her, and, having completed her purchases, she 
left the store and walked slowly homeward, drof^ing more 
than one tear on the brown paper parcel she held ia her 
hand. 

Crying, howerer, was of no ayail, and mentally chiding 
herself for her weakness, she resolved to brare it through, 
comforting herself again with the thought that the Greys were 
as aristocratic as the Hastingis, and as Stephen's wife she 
should yet shine in the best society, for in case she married 
him she was resolved that he should take her at once to 
Philadelphia, where she would compel his proud mother to 
notice her. This helped to divert her mind, and in the 
course of the day she was talking gaily of the party, and 
woudering if she should be as intimate with the seoond Mrs. 
Hastings as she had been with the first I 

That night, Alice went down to the post-office, from 
which she soon returned, evidentally much excited ; and 
rushing into the room where her mother and sister were 
sitting, she said, as she threw a letter into the lap of the 
latter, " It's from Unck Nat, and postmarked NewYorh,^ 

Turning whiter than ever she was before, Eugenia could 
scarcely command herself to break the seal, and read the 
few brief lines which told her that Uncle Nat had, at last, 
concluded to come home, that a matter of some importance 
would keep him from Locust Orove for a few days ; bat it 
nothing occurred, he would be with them 3n Satordaj ^ea* 
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log of next week I In the postscript, he added, that ** he 
Aodd expect to fiod Dora with them, and he hoped her 
going awaj to school had been a benefit to her." 

So great was their consternation that for some roini«tes 
Leither of them nttered a word, bat each waited for the 
other to suggest some way of acting in the present emer* 
gencj. As Eugenia's mind was the most active of the three 
she was the first to speak. After venting her indignation 
npon Uncle Nat, for intruding himself where he was not 
wanted, she continued : ** We are in a sad dilemma, but we 
must make the best of it, and inasmuch as he is coming, I 
am glad that Dora is what she is. We can tell him how 
rapidly she has improved, and how rejoiced we are that it 
b so. I am glad I have said nothing about her for the last 
two years, except that she was away at school. Ill write 
to her to-night, and tell her to meet him here, and come im- 
mediately. Ton know, she is good-natured, and on my 
bended knees I'll confess what I have done, and beg of her 
not to betray me to hun, or let him know that we did not 
pay for her education, and if she refuses, you, mother, must 
go down on your knees, too, and well get up between us 
such a scene that she will consent, I know — ^if not, why, wo 
must abide the consequence " — and with the look of one 
about to be martyred, Eugenia sat down and wrote to Dora, 
beseeching her to " come without delay, as there was some- 
thing they must tell her before meeting Uncle Nat !" 

This was Friday night, and very impatiently she awaited 
an answer, which, though written on Monday, did not come 
Kitil the Wednesday following. 

"What do©s she say?" cried Mrs. Deane and Alice, 
crowding around her, while with a rueful face she read that 
Dora would be delighted to n^eet Uncle Nat at Locust Qrove^ 
but could not come quite so soon as they wished to have hen 
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" YoQ Lave undoubtedly heard," she wrote, " of Mr. Ha3& 
ings's approaching marriage, at which I wish to be present. 
Mrs. Glliott will accompany the bridal party to Rose Hill on 
Thursday, and she thinks I had better wait and come with 
her. I shall probably see you at the party. 

'' Tours in haste, 

"Dora Deane.'' 

On Eugenia's mind there was not a shadow of sospicioa 
that Dora, Btamt^ appended to that letter, had ere this 
ceased to be her cousin's name — that Mr. Hastings, who, 
together with Uncle Nat, had the Saturday pre?ious goue 
down to New York, had bent fondly over her as she wrote . 
it for the last time, playfully suggesting that she add to it 
an n, by way of making a commencement, nor yet that 
Uncle Nat, with an immense degree of satisfaction in hia 
face, had read the short note, saying as he did so, " We'll 
cheat 'em, darling, won't we ?" 

Neither did she dream that last night's moon shone dowa 
on Dora Deane, a beautiful, blushing bride, who, with 
orange blossoms in her shining hair, and the deep love-light 
in her eye, stood by Mr. Hastings's side and called him her 
husband. Nothing of all this she knew, and hastily read* 
iug the letter, she exclaimed, " Plague on her 1 a vast deal 
of difference hr being at the wedding would make. But no 
matter, the old codger wUl not be here until Saturday night 
and there'll be time enough to coax her." 

Just then the cards of invitation were left at^the door, 
and in the delightfal certainty of knowing that she waf 
really invited, she forgot in a measure everything else. lo 
the evening she was annoyed as usual with a call from 
Stephen Grey. He had that day received news from home 
that his father's failure could not long be deferred, au(^ 
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jadgiDg Eugenia by himself, he fancied she would sooner 
marry him now, than after he was the son of a bankrupt 
Accordingly he urged her to consent to a private marriage 
at her mother's on Friday evening, the night following the 
party. 

** There was nothing to be gained by waiting," he said— 
ail opinion in which Eugenia herself concurred, for she feared 
lest in some way her treachery should be betrayed, and she 
should lose Stephen Grey, as well as Mr. Hastings. 

Still she could hardly bring herself to consent until she 
had seen Dora, and she replied that she would think •f it, 
and answer him at the party. Thursday morning came, 
and passed, and about half-past two, Eugenia saw Mr. 
Hastings's carriage pass on its way to the depot, together 
with two more, which had been hired to convey the guests 
to Bose HilL Seating herself by her chamber window, she 
waited impatiently for the cars, which came at last, and in 
a few moments the roll of wheels announced the approach 
of the bridal party. Very eagerly Eugenia, Alice, and their 
mother gazed out through the half closed shutters upon the 
carriage in front, which they knew was Mr.. Hastings's. 

*< There's Mrs. Elliott looking this way. Don't let her see 
ns," whispered Alice, while her mother singled out old Mrs. 
Hastings for Dora, wondering why she didn't turn that way. 

Bat Eugenia had no eye for any one, save the fignre 
seated next to Mr. Hastings, and so closely veiled as entirely 
to hide her features. 

" I wooldn't keep that old brown thing on my face, nnlesi 
St was 80 homely I was afraid of having it seen," she said { 
and hoping the bride of Howard Hastings might prove to be 
exceedingly ngly, she repaired to Dora's room, and from the 
same window where Dora. once had watched the many lights 
which shone from Bose Hill, she now watched the traveller 
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ontll thej disappeared within the honse. Then, raining bet 
mother and sister she said, " I don't see why Bora eaoH 
come orer here a Httle while before the party. There's 
plenty of time and I do want to bare it off my mind. Ro- 
ndos that, I might coax her to assist me in dressing, for she 
has good taste, if nothing more ; I mean to write her a few 
lines asking her to come. 

The note was accordingly written, and dispatched by tlie 
Irish girl, who soon retamed, bearing another tmy note, 
which read as follows : 

** I cannot possibly come, as I bare promised to be pr^ 
sent at the dressing of the Inride. Dora.'*^ 

Forgetting her recent remark, Eagenia mattered some- 
thing aboat '* folks thinking a great deal of her taste," then 
turning to the servant girl, she asked " how Dora looked, 
and what she said ?" 

" Sore, I didn't see her," retnmed the girl ; ** Mistrese 
Leah carried yonr letter to her, and bron^t hers to me. 
Not a ha'p'orth of anybody else did I see." And th& was all 
the information which Eagenia conld elicit concerning the 
people of Rose Hill. 

The time for making theit toilet came at last, and while 
Engenia was missing the little cropped head girl, who, on 
a similar occasion, had obeyed so meekly her commands, a 
fair yonng bride was thinking also of that night, when she 
had lain npon her mother's old green trnnk, and wept her- 
lelf t^} sleep. Wishing to be fashionable, Eagenia and her 
party were the lost to arrive. They found the parlon 
erowded, and the dressing-room vacant, so that neither c^- 
them reoeived the lightest intimation of the sarpriie whkk 
iwaited them. In remo^g her vefl, fingeiiia d^aced «»< 
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rf tbeioirers in her hair, and mattering about Aliee^i awiE* 
wardtftfi^ she wished shecon^ see Dora jnst a miDate, and 
ha^e ber arrange the flowers I 

Bat Dora was bosy elsewhere, and prononncihg herself 
ready, Eagenia took the arm of Stephen Grey, and followed 
her mother and sister down stairs. At a little distance from 
the door was Mr. Hastings, and at his side was Dora, won« 
droasly beantifnl in her costly bridal robes. She had grace* 
fiilly received the congratnlations of her Dnnwood friends, 
who, while expressing their snrprisd, had also expressed their 
delight at finding in the new mistress of Rose Hill, the girl 
who had ever been a favorite in the yillage. Near her was 
Uncle Nat; his face wearing an expression of perfect happi- 
ness^ and his eye almost constantly upon the door, through 
which Eagenia must pass. There was a rustle of silk upon 
the stairs, and drawing nearer to Dora, he awaited the 
result with breathless interest. 

Mrs. Deane came first, but scarcely had she crossed the 
threshold, ere i^e started back, petrified with astonishment, 
and clutching Alice's dress, whispered softly, '' am I deceiyed, 
orisUDaraV ^ 

And Alice, with wild staring eyes, conld only answer 
" Dora ;" while Eugenia, wondering at their conduct, strove 
to push them aside. Failing in this, she raised* herself on 
tiptoe, and looking orer their heads, saw what for an 
instant chilled her blood, and stopped the pulsations of her 
heart. It was the hride, and fiercely grasping the arm o^ 
Stephen Qrey to keep herself from falling, she said, in a 
hoarse, nnnatural yoice, ** Ortai Heavenr^ is DoraJ 
Dora Deans I" 

Fruitful as she had hitherto been in expedients, she wai 
now utterly powerless to act, and knowing that in hef 
present state of excitement^ she could not meet her eoosiii, 
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ghe turned back and fleeing op the stairs, tlurewfaenelf opov 
a chair in the dressing-room, |fhere, with her hands clasped 
firmly together, she sat rigid as marble until the storm of 
passion had somewhat abated. 

" And she has won him — Dora Deane, whom I have so Ul* 
treated," she said at last, starting at the soand of hcf 
Toice, it was so hollow And strange. Then, as she remem- 
bered the coming of Uncle Nat and the exposure she so 
mnch dreaded, she bnried her face in her hands, and in tht 
bitterness of her humiliation cried oot^ " It is more than 1 
can bear I" 

Growing ere long more calm, she thonght the matter oret 
carefully, and decided at last to brave it through — ^to greet 
the bride as if nothing had occurred, and neyer to let Mr. 
Hastings know how sharp a wound he had inflicted. " It 
is useless now," she thought, " to throw myself upon the 
mercy of Dora. She would not, of course, withhold my 
secret from her husband, and I cannot be despised by him. 
I have loved him too well for that. And perhaps he^l 
never know it," she continued, beginning to look upon the 
brighter side. " Uncle Nat fSSy not prove very inquisi- 
tive—may not stay with us loBfg ; or, if he does, as the wife 
of Stephen Grey, I can bear his displeasure better,'^ and 
determining that ere another twenty-four hours were g'Jiie, 
she would cease to be Eugenia Deane, she arose and st!:;^Kl 
before the mirror, preparatory to going down. 
. The sight of her white, haggard face startled her, aad 
for a moment she felt that she could not mingle with the 
gay throng below, who would wonder at her appearance. 
Bol the ordeal must be passed, and summoning all her coup- 
age, she descended to her parlor, just as her mother and 
Alice, alarmed at her very long absence, were coming in 
quest of her. Crossing the room mechanically she offered 
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^r h«ad to Dor% saying, while a sickly smile ph/ed 
around her bloodless lips, ** Yoa have really taken nt by snr- 
[nrlae, bat I congratulate you ; and you too," bowing rather 
stiffly to Mr. Ilastiags, who returned her greeting so 
pleasantly, that she began to feel more at ease, and after a 
little, was chatting familiarly with Dora, telling her shi 
must be sure and meet, " Uncle Nat/' on Saturday eyening, 
and adding in a low tone, " U Fre ever treated you badly, 
I hope you won't tell him." 

"I shall tell him nothing," answered Dora, and comforted 
w^h this answer, Eugenia moved away. 

" You are looking very pale and bad to-night What is 
the matter ?" said Uncle Nat, when once he was standiDg 
near her, 

" Nothing but a bad headache," she replied, while her 
black eyes flashed angrily upon him, for she fancied he saw 
the painful throbbings of her heart, and wished to taunt her 
with it. 

Supper being oyer, Stephen Grey led her into a little side 
room, where he claiued the answer to his question. It 
was in the affirmative, and soon after, complaining of the 
intense pain in her head, she begged to go home. Alone in 
her room, with no one present but her mother and Alice, 
her pent-up feelings*gave away, and throwing herself upon 
the floor she wished that she had died ere she had come to 
this humiliation. 

** That Dora, a beggar as it were, should be preferred to 
me is nothing," she cried, '' compared to the way which the 
whole thing was planned. That old wretch of a Hamilton 
bad something to do with it, I know. How I hate him, 
with his sneering face I" 

Becoming at lengtli a little more composed, she told her 
mother of her expected marriage with Stephen Grey. 

" But why so much haete ?" asked ttrs. 'Qtdjcv^^ '«V>^ % 
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little proad of the alliance, would rather have giten a 
large wedding. 

Sitting upright open the floor, with her long loose hah 
falling around her white face, Eugenia answered bitterly ; 
''Stephen Grey has no more love for me than I ha^e for 
him. He belieres that we are rich, or we will be when CTn* 
cle Nat is dead. For fnoney he marries me, for money I 
marry him. I know old Grey is wealthy, and as the wife 
of his son, I will yet ride over Dora's head. But I must be 
quick, or I lose him, for if after Uncle Nat's arrival our real 
situation should chance to be disclosed, Steve would not 
hesitate to leave me. 

t 

• So to-morrow or never a bride I shall be,' " 

she sang with a gaiety of manner wholly at variance with the 
worn, suffering expression of her countenance. Eugenia was 
terribly expiating her sins, and when the next night, in the 
presence of a few friends, she stood by Stephen Grey, and 
was made his wife, she felt that her own hands had poured the 
last drop in the brimming bucket, for, as she had said, there 
was not in her heart a particle of esteem or love for him who 
was now her husband. 

" It's my destiny,'' she thought ; " 111 make the best of 
it," and her unnatural laugh rang out loud and dear, bh 
she tried to appear gay and happy. 

Striking contrast between the gentle bride at Rose HiU, 
who felt that in all the world, there was not a happier being 
than herself — and the one at Locust Grove, who with blood* 
shot eyes and livid lips gazed out upon the starry sky, almofit 
cursing the day that she was born, and the fate which had 
made her what she was. Ever and anon, too, there came steal- 
ing on her ear the fearful word reirilnUumy and the wretched 
g'irl shaddered as she thought for how much she had to atone. 
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Mairelling much at the strange mood of his bride, 
Stephen Orej, on the morning snccceding his marriage, 
left her and went down to the village, where he fonnd a 
letter frjom his father, telling him the crisis had come, leaving 
kim more than 100,000 dollars in debt I Stephen was not 
rarprised — ^he had expected it, and it affected him less pain- 
ffillj when he considered that his wife wonld inherit a por- 
tion of Uncle Nathaniel's wealth. 

* I won't tell her yet,** he thought, as he walked back to 
lidenst Orove, where, with an undefined presentiment of ap« 
proaehing evil, Eugenia moved listlessly from room to room, 
counting the hours which dragged heavily, and half wishing 
that Uncle Nat would hasten his coming, and have it over t 



The son went down, and as darkness settled o'er the 
earth, a heavy load seemed pressing npon Eugenia's spirits. 
It wanted now but a few minntes of the time when the 
train was due, and trembling, she scarcely knew why, she 
sat alone in her chamber, wondering how she should meet 
her uncle, or what excuse she should render, if her perfidy 
were revealed. The door bell rang, and in the hall below 
she heard the voices of Mr. Hastings and Dora. 

** I must go down, now,'' she said, and forcing a smile to 
her face, she descended to the parlor, as the shrill whistle 
of the engine sonnded in the distance. 

She had just time to greet her visitors and enjoy their 
ssriNrise at the announcement of her marriage, when her 
ear caught the sound of heavy, tramping footsteps, coming 
np the walk, and a violent ringing of the bell announced 
another arrival. 

" Tott go to the door, Stephen," she whispered, while aq 
ley coldoen erept over her. 
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He obeyed, and bending forward in a listeiing attitadA, 
she heard him say, *' Oood eTenlog, Mr. Hamilton.'' 

Jast then, a telegraphic look between Mr. Hastings and 
Dora caaght her eye, and springing to her feet, she eXi 
claimed, " Mr. Hcmilton P while a suspicion of the tnitib 
fiashed like lightning npon her. The next moment he st3od 
before thei^, Uncle Nat, his glittering blade e jes fixed npon 
Eugenia, who quailed beneath that withering glance. 

'* / ^promised you I would come to^mgkt/' he said, " ani 
lam here, Nathamel Deaue ! Are you glad to see me?" and 
his eyes never moved from Engenia, who sat like Qne petri* 
fied, as did her mother and sister. '' Have you no word of 
welcome ?" he continued. " Your letters were wont to be 
kind and affectionate. I have brought them with me, as a 
passport to your friendship. Shall I show them to you 1" 

His manner was perfectly cool and collected, but Engenia 
felt the sting each word implied, and, starting up, she 
glared defiantly at him, exclaiming, "Insolent wretch I 
What mean you by this ? And what business had you thna 
to deceive us ?" 

'' The fair Eugenia does not believe in deeeUj it seems. 
Pity her theory and practice do not better accord,'' he an- 
swered, while a scornful smile curled his lips. ** 

" What proof have you, sir, for what you say T* demanded 
Eugenia ; and with the same cold, scornful smile, he replied, 
"Far better proof than you imagine, fair lady. Would 
you like to hear it ?" 

Not suspecting how much he knew, and goaded to mad* 
ness by his calm, quiet manner, Eugenia replied^ " I deQ^ 
you, old man, to prove aught against me." 

" First, then," said he, " let me ask you what use yoo 
made of that fifteen hundred dollars sent to Dora nearly 
three years ago ? Was not this piano," laying his hand 
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spon ihe iostnuneiity " boaght with a part of that monej T 
IHd Dora erer Me it^ or the fi?e handred dollars sent anna* 
ally by me 1" 

{lOgenia was coafoanded. He did know it all, bal how 
kad sho been betrayed ?. It mast be throin^ Dora's agency, 
die thought, and taming fiercely towards her, she heaped 
apon her such a t(Nrreat of abase, that, in thander-like tones. 
Uncle Nat, now really excited, bade her keep silent ; while 
Howard Hastings aro^, and confronting the angry woman, 
explained briefly what he had done, and why he had done 
it. 

" Then yoo, too, have acted a tnutor's part ?" she hissed ; 
** bat it shall not ayail, I will not be trampled down by 

m 

either yon, or this grey haired " 

" Hold !" cried Uncle Nat, laying his broad palm heav- 
ily upon her shoalder. " I am too old to hear such Ian- 
goage from yoo, yonng lady. I do not wish to npbraid yon 
farther with what yon hare done. 'Tis snfficient that I 
know it all, that henceforth we are strangers ;" and he 
tamed to leave the room, when Mrs. Deane, advancing to- 
wards him, said pleadingly, '* Is is thus, Nathaniel, that yoa 
retara to as, after so many years f Eagenia may have 
been tempted to do «wrong, bat will yoa not forgive her for 
her father's sake?*' 

"iVerer/" he answered fiercely, shaking off the hand she 
had lain npon his arm. "Towards Alice I bear no ill will ; 
and yoa, madam, who saffered this wrong to be done, I 
may, in time, forgive, bot thai woman,'' pointing towards 
Bogenia, " Never P And he left the room, while Eugenia, 
completely overwhelmed with a sense of her detected gailt, 
borst into a passionate fit of tears, sobbing so bitterly 
that Dora, toached by her grief, stole softly to her side, 
and was aboat to speak, when, throstiug her away, Engenis 
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exclaimed, '' Leave me, Dora Deaue, and nerer cont hen 
again. The sight of joa mocking my wretchedness ia hatoi 
ful and more than I can bear 1" 

There were tears in Dora's ejeSyBA she iurofid airsj, and 
offering her haniy^o her annt and cpnsiQ, 8b» took her ha» 
band's arm, and went out of a house, whore she had nf* 
fered so much, and which, whilo Eugenia remaioedy ihe 
wonid never enter again. 

Like one in a dream sat Stephen Ghrey. He had been a 
silent spectator of the exciting scene, bat thought had beea 
busy, and ere it was half over, his own position was clearly 
defined, and he knew that, even as he had cheated Sagenia 
Deane, so Eugenia Deane had cheated him. It was an even 
thing, and nnprincipled and selfish as he was, he felt that 
he had no cause for complaint. Still the disappointment was 
not the less severe, and whou the bride of a day, looking 
reproachfully at him through her tears, asked, ^ why he 
didn't say to her a word of comfort ?" he coolly replied, 
" because I have nothing to say. You have got yoarself 
into a deuced moan scrape, and so have 1 1'' 

Eugenia did not then understand what he meant, and, 
when, an hour or two later, she dried her tears, and began 
to speak of an immediate removal to Philadelphia, where 
she would be more efifectually out of Uncle Nat's way, she 
was surprised at his asking her, " what she proposed doing 
in the city, and if she had any means of support^ 

" Means of support I" she repeated. '' Why do yoa tak 
that question, when your father is worth half a million, and 
you are his only son ?" 

With a prolonged whistle, he answered. " Father worth 
a copper cent and I a precious fool comes nearer the trnth P 

'* What do you mean ?" she asked, in unfeigned astonish* 
meat ; and he replied, " I mean that three days ago fiithel 
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/Mii, to the tano of $100,000, and if joa or I hare aaj 
bread ia eat horeafcer, one or the other of us must earn it V* 

Eugcoia had borne much to-day, and this last announeei 
mont was the one straw too manj. Utterly crushed, she 
boriod her fa6e ia her hands, and remained silent. Sha 
oould not reproach her husband, for the deception had been 
•qaaly and now, when this last hope had swept away, the 
world indeed seemed dreary and dark. 

" What shall we do V she groaned at last, in a voice so 
full of despair, that with a feeling akin to pity, Stephen, who 
had been pacing op and down the room, came to her side, 
B^^J^i^^Tt " why can't we stay as we are ? I can average a 
petty fogging suit a month, and that'll be better than 
nothing." 

** I wouldn't remain here on any account after what baa 
happened,'' said Eugenia ; '' and besides that, we coaldn't 
%iAy, if we woald, for now that Uncle Nat's remittance is 
withdrawn, mother has nothing in the world to live on." 

'' Couldn't you take in sewing," suggested Stephen, '' or 
woikimg, or wwpping T* 

To the sewing and the washing Eugenia was too indignant 
to reply, but when it came to the moppirigf she lifted up her 
hands in astonishment, calling him ** a fool and a simpleton." 

" Hang me, if I know anything about woman's work," 
said Stephen, resuming his walk, and wondering why the 
taking in of mopping should be more difficult than anything 
else. ** I have it," he said at length, running his fingers 
over the keys of the piano. " Can't you teach music ? 
The piano got you into a fix, and if I were you, I'd make it 
help me out." 

" I'll use it for kindling-wood first," was her answer, and 
Stephen resumed his cogitations, which resulted finally in 
his telling her, that on the prairies of Illinois there were a 
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few ncfCB of land, of which he was the rightfol owaer 
There was a house on it, too, he said, thoogh in what ooa- 
diUon he did not know, and if ^^hey onlj had a little raooej 
with which to start, it would be best for them to go oat 
Uiere at once. This plan *8tnick Engenia more farorablj 
tiian any which he had proposed. 

Humbled as she was, she felt that the further she were 
from Dan woody the happier she would be, and after a oon* 
sultation with Mrs. Deane, it was decided that the beantiful 
rosewood piano should be sold, and that with the proceeds, 
Stephen and £ugenia should bury themselyes for a time at 
the West. Two weeks more found them on their way to 
their distant home, and when that, winter, Dora Hastings, at 
Rose Hill, pushed aside the heavy damask which shaded her 
pleasant window, and looked oat upon the snow-covered 
lawn and spacious garden beyond, Eugenia Grey, in her 
humble cabin, looked through her paper-curtained window 
upon the snow-clad prairie, which stretched away as fkr as 
eye could reach, and shed many bitter tears, as she heard 
the wind go wailing past her door, and thought of her 
far to the east, towards the rising sua. . 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

CONCLUSION. 

Thbex years haye passed away, and twice the wiatry 
Btorms have swept oyer the two graves, which, on the prai- 
ries of Illinois, were made when the glorious Indian sum- 
mer fiun was shining o'er the earth, and the withered 
leaves of antomn were strewn upon the ground. Stephen 
and Eugenia are dead — he, dying as a drunkard dies — she^ 
as a drunkard's wife. Uncle Nat had been to visit the 
Western world, and on his return to Rose Hill, there was a 
softened light in his eye, and a sadness in the tones of his 
Toice, as, drawing Dora to his side, he wliispered; " I have 
for^ven her — ^forgiven Eugenia Deane." 

Then he told her how an old man in his wanderings came 
one day to a lonely cabin, where a wild-eyed woman was 
raving in delirium, and tearing out handfols of the long 
black hair which floated over her shoulders. This she was 
counting one by one, just as the old East India man had 
counted the silken tress which was sent to him over the sea, 
and she laughed with maniacal glee as she said the number- 
ing of all her hairs would atone for the sin she had done. 
At intervals, too, rocking to and fro, she sang of the fearful 
flight when she had thought to steal the auburn locks con« 
cealed within the old green trunk ; on which the darkness 
lay so heavy and so black, that she had turned away in 

9 
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terror, and glided from the room. la the old man's heart 
there was much of bitterness towards that erring woman for 
the wrong she had done to him and his, but when he found 
her thns, when he looked on the new-made grave beneath 
the buckeye tree, and felt that she was dying of starvation 
and neglect, when he saw how the autumn rains, dripping 
from a crevice in the roof, had drenched her scanty pillows 
through and through — when he sought in the empty cup- 
board for food or drink in vain, his heart softened towards 
her, and for many weary days he watched her with the tender- 
est care, administering to all her wants, and soothing her 
in her frenzied moods, as he would a little child, and when 
at last a ray of reason shone for a moment on her darkened 
mind, and she told him how much she had suffered from the 
hands of one who now slept just without the door,, and 
asked him to forgive her ere she died, he laid upon his 
bosom her aching head, from which in places the long hair 
had been torn, leaving it spotted and bald, and bending 
gently over her, he whispered in her ear, " As freely as I 
hope to be forgiven of Heaven, so freely forgive I you.'^ 

With a look of deep gratitude, the dark eyes glanced at 
him for a moment, then closed forever, and he was alone 
with the dead. 

Some women, whose homes were distant two or three 
miles, had occasionally shared his vigils, and from many a 
log cabin the people gathered themselves together, and 
made for the departed a grave, and when the sun was high 
in the heavens, and not a cloud dimmed the canopy of blue, 
they buried her beside her husband, where the prairie 
flowers and the tall rank grass would wave above her head. 

This was the story he told, and Dora listening to it, wept 
bitterly over the ill-fated Eugenia, whose mother and sister 
never knew exactly how she died, for Uncle Nathaniel would 
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n(A tell them, bat from the time of his retarn from the West 
bis manner towards them was changed, and when the«New 
Year came ronnd, one hundred golden guineas fonnd en« 
irance at their door, accompanied with a promise that when 
the day retnmed again, the gift should be repeated. 
« ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

On the Tine-wreathed pillars, and winding walks of Rosa 
Hill, the softened light of the setting sun is shining. April 
flowers have wakened to life the fair spring blossoms, whose 
delicate perfume, mingling with the evening air, steals 
through the open casement, and kisses the bright face of 
Dora, beautiful now as when she first called him her husband 
who sits beside her, and who each daj blesses her as hia 
choicest treasure. 

On the balcony without, in a large armed willow chair, is 
seated an old man, and as the fading sunlight falls around 
bim, a bright-haired little girl, not yet two years of age, 
climbs upon his knee, and winding her chubby arms around 
his neck, lisps the name of " Grandpa," and the old man, 
folding her to his bosom, sings to her softly and low of 
anothtr Fammit^ whose eyes of blue were much like those 
which look '80 lovingly into his face. Anon darkness steals 
over all, bat the new moon, '' hanging like a silver thread 
in the western sky," shows ns where Howard Hastings is 
sitting, still with Dora at his side. 

On the balcony, all is silent ; the tremulous voice has 
ceased ; the blue-eyed child no longer listens ; old age and 
infancy sleep sweetly now together ; the song is ended ; the 
ttorj is done. 
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CHAPTER L 

THB OLD HOUSE BY THE HILL. 

*Mu> the New Englaud hills, and beneath the shadow of 
their dim old woods, is a running brook, whose deep waten 
were not always as merry and frolicsome as now; for yean 
before our story opens, pent np and impeded in their coarse, 
they dashed angrily against their prison walls, and tarned 
the creaking wheel of an old saw mill, with a sullen, rebel- 
lious roar. The mill has gone to decay, and the sturdy 
men who fed it with the giant oaks of the forest, are sleep- 
ing quietly in the Tillag^ graveyard. The waters of the 
mill-pond, too, rolieved frooi their confinement, leap gaily 
over the ruined dam, tossing for a moment in wanton glee 
their locks of snow-white foam, and then flowing on^ half 
fearfully as it were, through the deep gorge overhung with 
the hemlock and the pine, where the shadows of tWilight 
ever lie, and where the rocks frown gloomily 4own opoa the 
^ream below, which, emerging from the darkness^ losfit 
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itself at last in the waters of the gracefully winding Chico 
pee, and leaves far behind the moss-covered walls, of what 
is familiarly known as the " Old House by the Mill." 

Tis a huge, old-fashioned building, distant nearly a mib 
from the pnblic highway, and surrounded so thickly by for- 
est trees, that the bright sunlight, dancing merrily midst the 
rustling leaves above, falls but seldom on the time-stained 
walls of dark grey stone, where the damp and dews of more 
than a century have fallen, and where now the green moss 
clings with a loving grasp, as if 'twere its rightful resting 
place. When the thunders of the Revolution shook the 
hills of the Bay State, and the royal banner floated in the 
evening breeze, the house was owned by an old Englishman, 
who, loyal to his king and country, denounced as rebels the 
followers of Washington. Against these, hbwever, he 
would not raise his hand, for among them were many long 
tried friends, who had gathered with him around the festal 
board ; so he chose the only remaining alternative, and 
went back to his native country, cherishing the hope that 
he should one day return to the home he loved so well, and 
listen again to the musical flow of the water-brook, which 
could be distinctly heard from the door of the mansion. 
But his wish was vain, for when at last America was free, 
and the British troops recalled, he slept beneath the sod of 
England, and the old house was for many years deserted. 
The Englishman had been greatly beloved, and his property 
was unmolested, while the weeds and grass grew tall and 
rank in the garden beds, and the burds of heaven built their 
nests beneath the projecting roof, or held a holiday in the 
gloomy, silent rooms. 

As time passed on, however, and no one appeared to dis- 
pate their right, different families ocenpied the house at inte^ 
raib, ontil at last, when nearly fifty years had elapsed, newi 
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was one day received tKat Madam Conway, a grand-daughter 
of the old Englishman, having met with reverses at home, 
had determined to emigrate to the New World, and remem- 
bering the " House by the Mill," of which she had heard so 
much, she wished to know if peaceable possession of it 
would be allowed her, in case she decided upon removing 
tliither, and making it her future home. To this plan no 
objection was made, for the aged people of Hillsdale still 
cherished the memory of the hospitable old man, whose 
locks were grey whOe they were yet but children, and the 
younger portion of the community hoped for a renewal of 
the gaieties which they had heard were once so common at 
the old stone house. 

But in this they were disappointed, for Madam Conway 
was a proud, unsocial woman, desiring no acquaintance what- 
ever with her neighbors, who, after many ineffectual attempts 
at something like friendly intercourse, concluded to leave 
her entirely alone, and contented themselves with watching 
the progress of matters at " Mill Farm," as she designated the 
place, which soon began to show visible marks of improve- 
ment. The Englishman was a man of taste, and Madam 
Conway's first work was an attempt to restore the grounds 
to something of their former beauty. The yard and garden 
were cleared of weeds ; the walks and flower-beds laid out 
with care, and then the neighbors looked to see her cut 
away a few of the multitude of trees, which had sprung up 
around her home. But this she had no intention of doing. 
*^ They shut her out," she said, " from the prying eyes of 
the vulgar, and fhe would rather it should be so." So the 
trees remained, throwing their long shadows upon the high, 
narrow windows, and into the large square rooms, where 
th() morning light and the noon-day heat seldom found 
entrance, and which seemed like so many cold, silent 
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caverns, with their old-fashioned massive furniture, their 
dark, heavy curtains, and the noiseless footfall of the stately 
lady, who moved ever with the same measured tread, speak* 
hag always softly and low to the household servants, who, 
having been trained in her service, had followed her across 
the sea. 

Prom these, the neighbors learned that Madam Conway 
had in London a married daughter, Mrs. Miller ; that old 
Hagar Warren, the strange looking woman, who, more than 
any one else, shared her mistress's confidence had grown up 
in the family, receiving a very good education, and had 
nursed their young mistress. Miss Margaret, which of course 
entitled her to more respect than was usually bestowed upon 
menials like her ; that Madam Conway was very aristo^ 
rratic, very proud of her high English blood ; that, though 
uhe lived alone, she attended strictly to all the formalities 
of high-life, dressing each day with the utmost precision for 
her solitary dinner ; dining from oflF a service of solid silver, 
and presiding with great dignity in her straight, high- 
backed chair. She was fond, too, of the ruby wine, and her 
cellar was stored with the choicest liquors, some of which 
she had brought with her from home, while others, it was 
said, had belonged to her grandfather, and for half a cen- 
tury, had remained unseen and unmolested, while the 
cobwebs of time had woven around them a misty covering, 
making them still more valuable to the lady, who knew full 
well how age improved such things. 

Regularly each day she rode in her ponderous carriage, 
lometimes alone, and sometimes accompanied by Hester, the 
laughter of old Hagar, a handsome, intelligent looking girl, 
#ho, after two or three years of comparative idleness at 
tfill Farm, went to Meriden, Connecticut, as seamstress in a 
family, which had advertised for such a person. With her^ 
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departed the only life of the house, and during the follow- 
iug year there ensaed a monotonous quiet, which waff 
broken at last for Hagar, by the startling announcement 
that her daughter's yonng mistress had died four months 
before, and the hnsbaod, a grey-haired, elderly man, had 
proved conclasively that he was In his dotage, by talking of 
marriage to Hester, who, ere the letter reached her mother, 
would probably be the third bride of one, whose reputed 
wealth was the only possible inducement to a girl like 
Hester Warren. 

With an immense degree of satisfaction, Hagar read tfie 
letter through, exulting that fortune had favored her at 
last. Possessed of .many sterling qualities, Hagar Warren 
had one glaring fault which had embittered her whole life. 
Why others were rich while she was poor, she could not 
understand, and her heart rebelled at the fate which had 
made her what she was. But Hester would be wealthy, 
nay, would, perhaps, one day rival the haughty Mrs. 
Miller across the water, who had been her playmate ; there 
was comfort in that, and she wrote to her daughter express 
ing her entire approbation, and hinting Vaguely of the 
possibility that Bh» herself might sometime cease to be a 
servant, and help do the honors of Mr. Hamilton's house ! 
To this there came no reply, and Hagar was thinking seri- 
ously of making a visit to Meriden, when one rainy autumnal 
night, nearly a year after Hester's marriage, there came 
another letter sealed with black. With a sad foreboding, 
Hagar opened it, and read that Mr. Hamilton had Failed; 
that his house and farm were sold, and that he, over- 
whelmed with mortification both at his failure, and the 
opposition of his friends to his last marriage, had died sud- 
denly, leaving Hester with no home in the wide world, 
udess Madam Oonway received her again into her family. 
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" Jast my lack I" was Hagar's mental comment, as she 
finished reading the letter, and carried it to her mistress, 
who had always liked Hester, and who readily consented to 
give her a home, provided she pot on no airs, from having 
been for a time the wife of a reputed wealthy man. 
' Mustn't put on airsF mattered Hagar, as she left the 
room. "Jnst as if airs wasn't for anybody bat high 
bloods," and with the canker worm of envy at her heart, she 
wrote to Hester, who came immediately ; and Hagar, when 
she heard her tell the story of her wrongs, how her husband's 
sister, indignant at his marriage with a sewing girl, had re- 
moved from hkn the children, one a step-child and one his 
own, and how of all his vast fortune there was not left for 
her a penny, experienced again the old bitterness of feeling, 
and murmured that fate should thus deal with her and 
hers. 

With the next day's mail, there came to Madam Conway 
a letter, bearing a foreign postmark, and bringing the sad 
news that her son-in-law had been lost in a storm, while 
crossing the English Channel, and that her daughter Marga- 
ret, utterly crushed and heart-broken, would sail immediately 
for America, where she wished only to lay her weary head 
upon her mother's bosom and die. 

*^ So, there is one person that has no respect for blood, 
and that is Deaih,^ said old Hagar to her mistress, when 
she heard the news. '' He has served us both alike, he has 
taken my son-in-law first and yours next." 

'' Frowning haughtily, Madam Conway bade her be silent, 
telling her at the same time to see that the rooms in the 
<)orth part of the building were put in perfect order for Mrs, 
Miller, who would probably come in the next vessel, lo 
mllen silence Hagar withdrew, and for several days worked 
^alf relunctantly in the " north rooms," as Madam Couway 
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termed a comparativelj pleasaut, airy salt of apartments, 
with a balcony above, which looked out upon the old mlU* 
dam, and the water brook pouring over it. 

" There'll be big doings when my lady comes," said Hagar 
one day to her daughter. ** It'll be Hagar here, and Hagar 
there, and Hagar everywhere, but I shan't hurry myself 
I'm getting too old to wait on a chit like her." 

" Don't talk so, mother,'' said Hester. " Margaret waa 
always kind to me. She is not to blame for being rich, while 
I am poor." 

"But somebody's to blame," interrupted old Hagar. 
" You was always accounted the handsomest and cleverest 
of the two, and yet for all you'll be nothing but a drudge 
to wait on her and the little girl." 

Hester only sighed in reply, while her thoughts went for- 
ward to the future, and what it would probably bring her, 
Hester Warren and Margaret Conway had been children 
together, and in spite of the difference of there stations they 
had loved each other dearly ;«and when at last the weary 
traveller came, with her pale sad face and mourning garb, 
none gave her so heartfelt a welcome as Hester ; and dur- 
ing the week when from exhaustion and excitement, she 
was confined to her bed, it was Hester who nursed her with 
the utmost care, soothing her to sleep, and then amusing 
the little Theo, a child of two years. Hagar, too, softened 
by her young misstress's sorrow, repented of her harsh 
words, and watched each night with the Jnvalid, who once 
when her mind seemed wandering far back in the past, 
irhispered softly, " Tell me the Lord's prayer, dear Hagar, 
|ust as you told it to me years ago when I was a little 
chUd." 

It was a long time since Hagar had breathed that prayer, 
bat at Mrs. Miller's request she commenced it, repeatin(g it 
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C5orrectly until she came to the words, " Ghre ns this da^^^* 
our daily bread/' then she hesitated, and bending forwarc^^**^ 
said, " What comes next. Miss Margaret 1 Is it^ * Lead n^ ^^* 
not into temptation ?' " 

* Yes, yes," whispered the half nnconscioas lady. '* ' Lead B-^ ^ 
OS not into temptation,' that's it f then, as if. there were ^^'^ 
around her a dim foreboding of the great wrong Hagar was i^-^ 
to do, she took her old nnrse's hand between her own, and 
continued, ** Say it often, Hagar, ' Lead us not into tempta 
tation ;' you have much need for that prayer." 

A moment more and Margaret Miller slept, while be- 
side her sat Hagar Warren, half shuddering she knew not 
why^ as she thought of her mistress's words, which seemed 
to her, so mach like the spirit of prophecy. 

" Why do / need that prayer more than any one else P 
she said, at last. ** I have never been tempted more than I 
cx>uld bear — ^nerer shall be tempted — and if I am, old Hagar 
Warren, bad as she is, can resist temptation, without that 
prayer." , 

Still, reason as she would, Hagar could not shake off the 
strange feeling, and as she sat, half dozing in her chair, with 
the dim lamplight flickering over her dark face, she fancied 
that the October wind, sighing so mournfully through tha 
locust trees beneath the window and then dying away in the 
distance, bore upon its wing, " Lead us not into temptation 
Hagar you have much need to say that prayer.^ 

** Aye, Hagar Warren, much need, much need I 
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CHAPTER II. 
hagar's secret. 

The wintry winds were blowing cold and chill around th« 
old stone house, and the deep untrodden snow lay high piled 
«pon the ground. For many days, the grey, leaden clouds 
bad frowned glooraily down upon the earth below, covering 
it with a thick veil of white. But the storm was over now, 
with the setting sun it had gone to rest, and the pale moon- 
light stole softly into the silent chamber, where Madam 
Conway bent anxiously down to see if but the faintest 
breath came from the parted lips of her only daughter. 
There had been born to her that night another grandchild — 
a little, helpless girl, which now in an adjoining room was 
Hagar's special care ; and Hagar, sitting there with the wee 
creature upon her lap, and the dread fear at her heart that 
her young mistress might die, forgot for once to repine at 
her lot, and did cheerfully whatever was required of her to 
do. 

There was silence in the rooms below — silence in the 
chambers above — silence everywhere — for the sick woman 
seemed fast nearing the deep, dark river, whose waten 
move onward but never return. 

Almost a week went by, and then, in a room far 
more humble than that where Margaret Miller lay, another 
immortal being was given to the world ; and with a soft- 
ened light in her keen black eyes, old Hagar told to her 
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Btatciy mistress, wben she met her on the stairs, that sbe^ 
too, was a grandmother. 

" You must not on that account neglect Margaret*! 
child," was Madam Conway's answer, as with a wave of her 
hand, she passed on ; and this was all she said — not a word 
of sympathy or congratulation for the peculiar old woman 
whose heart, so long benumbed, had been roused to a better 
state of feeling, and who in the first joy of her new-born 
happiness, had hurried to her mistress, fancying for the mo- 
ment that she was almost her equal. 

" Don't neglect Margaret's child for that !" How the 
words rang in her ears, as she fled up the narrow stairs and 
through the dark hall, till the low room was reached where 
lay the babe for whom Margaret's child was not to be neg» 
lected. All the old bitterness had returned, and as hour 
after hour went by, and Madam Conway came not near, 
while the physician and the servants looked in for a mo- 
ment only and then hurried away to the other sick room, 
where all their services were kept in requisition, she mut- 
tered : " Little would they care if Hester died upon my 
hands. And she will die too," she continued, as by the 
fading daylight she saw the palor deepen on her daughter's 
face. 

And Hagar was right, for Hester's sands were nearer run 
than those of Mrs. Miller. The utmost care might not, per- 
haps, have saved her, but the matter was not tested, and 
when the long clock at the head of the stairs struck the 
hour of midnight, she murmured, " It is getting dark here, 
mother — so dark — and I am growing cold. Can it be 
death ?" 

" Yes, Hester, 'tis death," answered Hagar, and her voice 
was unnaturally calm as she laid her hand on the clammy 
brow of her daughter. 
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An hoar later, and Madam Conway, who sat dozing in 
flie parlor below, ready for any summons which might 
ccmc from Margaret's room, was roused by the touch of a 
coW, hard hand, and Hagar Warren stood before her. 

" Come," she said, " come with me f and thinking only of 
Margaret, Madam Cpnway arose to follow her. "Not 
there — ^bnt this way," said Hagar, as her mistress tamed 
towards Mrs. Miller's door, and grasping firmly the lady's 
arm, she led to the room where Hester lay ^ead, with her 
yonag baby clasped lovingly to her bosom. " Look at her 
— and pity me now, if yoa never did before. She was all I 
had in the world to love," said Hagar passionately. 

Madam Conway was not naturally a hard-hearted wo- 
man, and she answered gently, " I do pity you, Hagar, and 
I did not think Hester was so ill. Why haven't yoa let 
me knowP' To this Hagar made no direct reply, and 
after a few more inquiries Madam Conway left the room, 
saying she would send ap the servants to do whatever was 
necessary. When it was known throughout the house that 
Hester was dead, much surprise was expressed and a good 
deal of sympathy manifested for old Hagar, who, with a 
gloomy brow, hugged to her heart the demon of jealousy, 
which kept whispering to her of the difference there would 
be were Margaret to die. It was deemed advisable to keep 
Hester's death a secret from Mrs. Miller ; so, with as little 
ceremony as possible, the body was buried at the close of 
the day, in aninclosure which had been set apart as a family 
burying ground ; and when again the night shadows fell, 
Hagar Warren sat in her silent room, brooding o'er her 
grief, and looking oft at the plain pine cradle, where lay the 
Uttle motherless child, her grand-daughter. Occasionally, 
too, her eye wandered towards the mahogany crib, where 
another infant slept. Perfect qxdet seemed \i!&e«ie&a2c:^ Vsi 
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lira. Miller, and Madam Gonwaj had ordered her baby 
be remored from the ante-chamber where firat it bad beei 
kept, so tlat Hagar had the two children in her owi 
room. 

In the pine cradle there wag a mstling soond ; the baby 
was awaking, and taking it upon her li4>, Hagar soothed it 
again to sleep, gazing earnestly npon it to see if it were like 
its mother. It was a bright^ healtHy4ooking infont, and 
though five days younger than that of Mrs. MUler, w^i quite 
as large and looked as old. 

** And you will be a drudge, while she will be a ladif/' 
muttered Hagar, as her teara fell on the face of the sleeping 
child. *' Why need this difference be r* 

Old Hagar had forgotten the words ** Lead us not into 
temptation f and when the tempter answered " It need not 
be," she only started suddenly as if smitten by a heavy blow ; 
bnt she did not drive him from her, and she sat there reason- 
ing with herself that, " it need not be." Neither the physi- 
cian nor Madam Conway had paid any attention to Marga* 
ret's child ; it had been ker special care, wbUe no one had 
noticed hers, and newly bom babies were so much alike 
that deception was an easy matter. But eould'she do it f 
Gould she bear that secret on her soul 7 Madam Conway, 
though proud, had been kind to her, and could she thus de- 
cieye her I Would her daughter, sleeping in her early 
grave, approve the deed. ** No, no," she answered aloud, 
** she would not ;" and the great drops of perspiration stood 
thickly upon her dark haggard face, as she arose and laid 
back in her cradle the child whom she had thought to make 
an heiress. 

For a time the tempter left her, bnt returned ere long, 
and creeping into her heart sung to her beautiful isongs of the 
future which might be, were Hester's baby a lady. And 
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Bagar, listening to that tong, fell asleep, dreaming that tbt 
ieed waa done by other agency than hers — that the little 
face resting on the downy piUow, and shaded by the costly 
lace, was lowly bom ; while the child, wrapped in the 
coarser blanket, came of nobler blood, even that of the Con 
ways, who boasted more than one lordly title. With a ner 
Tons start she awoke at last, and creeping to the cradle of 
mahogany, looked to see if her dream were tme ; bot it 
was not She knew it by the pinched, blue look about the 
nose, and the thin covering of hair. Tliis was all the di£feis 
ence which even her eye could see, and probably no other 
lierson had noticed that, for the child had nerer been seen 
save in a darkened room. The sin was growing gradually 
less heinous, and she could now calmly calculate the chances 
for detection. Still, the conflict was long and serere, and 
it was not until morning that the tempter gained a point by 
oompromising the matter, and suggesting that while dress- 
ing the infants she should change their clothes for once, just 
to see how fine cambrics and soft flannel would look upon a 
grandchild of Hagar Warren 1 " She could easily change 
them again — ^'twas only an eicperiment," she. said, as with 
tr^nbling hands she proceeded to divest the children of 
their wrappings. But her fingers seem^ all thumbs, and 
more than one sharp pin pierced the tender flesh of her 
little grandchild, as she fastened together the embroidered 
slip, teaching her thus early Bad she been able to learn 
the lesson, that t|^e pathway of the rich is not free frpm 
thorns. 

Their toilet was completed ^t last — their cradle beds ex« 
changed, and then with a strange, undefined feel Ag, ^Id 
Hagar stood back and looked to see how the little usurper 
became her 'new posiUon. She became it well, and to 
Bagar's partial eyes it seemed more metA tVioX %\i% %Vi^\iAi 



lit KAGGIE inUJEB. 

Be there beneath the silkea o)Ter!Dg, than the othef im^ 
whose nose looked still more pinched and bine in the plaia 
white dress and cradle of pine. Still, there was a gnawing 
pain at Hagar's heart, aud she would perhaps hare undone 
the wrong, had not Madam Conway appeared with inquir* 
ies for the baby's health. Hagor could not face her mistress, 
so she turned away and pretended to busy, herself with the 
arrangement of the room, while the lady bending over the 
cradle, said, " I think she is improving, Hagar ; I never saw 
her look so well f and she pushed back the window curtain 
to obtain a better view. 

With a wild startled look in her eye, Hagar held her 
breath to hear what might come next, but her fears were 
groundless ; for in her anxiety for her daughter. Madam 
Oonway had heretofore scarcely seen her grand-child, and 
had no suspicion now that the sleeper before her was of 
plebeian birth, nor yet that the other little one, at whom she 
did not deign to look, was bone of her bone, and flesh of her 
flesh. She started to leave the room, but impelled by 
some sudden impulse turned back and stooped to kiss the 
child. Involuntarily old Hagar sprang forward to stay the 
act, and grasped the lady's arm, but she was to late ; the 
aristocratic lips had touched the cheek of Hagar Warren^ 
grand-child^ and the* secret, if now confessed, would never be 
forgiven. 

** It can't be helped,'^ mutte'red Hagar, and then, when 
Mrs. Conway asked an explanation of her conduct, she ans- 
wered. " 1 was afraid you'd wake her up, and men^ 
knows I've had worry enough with both the brats.'' 

Not till then had Madam Conway observed how haggard 
and worn was Hagar's face, and instead of reproving her for 
her boldness, she saiid gently, '' you have, indeed, Jbeen sorely 
tried. Shall I send up Bertha to relieve you V* 
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"No, no," answered Hagar hnrriedly, "I am better 
alcme." 

The next moment Madam GonVay was moving silently 
down the narrow hall, while Hagar on her knees was weep- 
ing passionately. One word of kindness had effected 
more than a thousand reproaches would have done ; and 
wringing her hands she cried, " I will not do it ; I cannot.'' 

Approaching the cradle she was about to lift the child, 
when again Madam Conway was at the door. She had 
come, she said, to take the babe to Margaret, who seemed 
better this morning, and had asked to see it. 

" Not now, not now. Wait till I put on her a handsomer 
dress, and TU bring her myself," pleaded Hagar. 

Bat Madam Conway saw no fault in the fine cambric 
wrapper, and taking the infant in her arms, she walked away, 
while Hagar followed stealthily. Yery lovingly the mother 
folded to her bosom the babe, calling it her fatherless one, 
and wetting its face with her tears, while through the half 
closed door peered Hagar's wild dark eyes — one moment 
lighting up with exultation as she muttered, " it's my flesh, 
mp blood, proud lady 1" and the next, growing dim with 
tears, as she thought of the evil she had done. 

** I did not know she had so much hair," said Mrs. Miller, 
parting the silken locks. " I think it will be like mine,'' 
and she gave the child to her mother, while Hagar glided 
swiftly back to her room. 

That afternoon, the* clergyman, whose church Mrs. Con- 
way usually attended, called to see Mrs. Miller, who sug- 
l^estcd that both the children should receive the rite .of bap-, 
tism. Hagar was accordingly bidden to prepare them for 
the ceremony, and resolving to make one more effort to undo 
what she had done, she dressed the child, whom she had 
thought to wrong, in its own clothes, aud then anxiouslj 
awaited her mistress's coming. 
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" Hagar Warren 1 What does this mean T Are yon 
crazy I" sternly demanded Madam Conway, wheii the 
old nnrse held np before her the child with the bine 
nose. 

" No, not crazy yet ; bnt I shall be, if yon donH take 
this one first," answered Hagar. 

More than once that day Madam Conway had heard the 
serrants hint that Edgar's grief had driven her insane ; and 
now, when she observed the nnnatnral brightness in her 
eyes, and saw what she had done, fthe, too, thought it possi- 
ble that her mind was partially unsettled ; so she said 
gently, bnt firmly, " this is no tiilie for foolishness, Hagar. 
They are waiting for ns in the sick-room ; so make haste 
and change the baby's dress.'' 

There was somethiDg anthoritative in her manner, and 
Hagar obeyed, whispering incoherently to herself, and thus 
further confirming her mistress's suspicions that she was 
partially insane. During the ceremony, she stood tall and 
erect like some dark, grim statue, her hands firmly locked 
together, and her eyes fixed upon the face of the little one, 
who was baptized " Margatd WUerP As the clergyman 
pronounced that name, she uttered a low, gasping moan, bnt 
her face betrayed no emotion, and very calmly she stepped 
forward with the other child upon her arm. 

*' What name ?" asked the minister, atid she answered 
** her mother's ; call her for her mother .'" 

" Hester," said Madam Conway, turning to the clergyman, 
who understood nothing from Hagar's reply. 
. So ** Hester " was the name given to the child, in Those 
reins the blood of English noblemen was flowing ; and Then 
the ceremony was ended, Hagar bore back to her room 
*• Hester Hamilton," the child defranded of her birthright^ 
and ^ Maggie Miller," the heroine of oar story. 
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CHAPTER IIL 

HESTER AND MAGGIE. 

'* It is oyer now,'' old Hagar thought, as she laid the 
ehildreb upon their pillows. " The deed is done, and by 
their own hands too. There is nothing left for me now but 
II confession, and that I cannot make ;'' so with a heavy 
weight upon her soul, she sat down resolving to keep her 
own coiinsel and abide the consequence, whatever it might 
be. 

But it wore upon her terribly — that secret — and though 
it helped in a measure to divert her mind from dwelling too 
much upon her daughter's death, it haunted her continually, 
making her a strange, eccentric woman, whom the servants 
persisted in calling crazy, while even Madam Conway failed 
to comprehend her. Her face, which was always dark, seemed 
to have acquired a darker, harder look, while her eyes wore a 
wild startled expression, as if she were constantly followed 
by some tormenting fear. At first, Mrs. Miller objected to 
trusting her with the babe ; but when Madam Conway sng« 
gested that the woman who had charge of little Theo 
should also take care of Maggie, she fell upon her knees 
ftnd begged most piteously that the child might not be taken 
from her. Every thing I have ever loved has left me," said 
she, ** and I cannot give her up." 

" But they say you are crazy," answered Madam Conway, 
lomcwhat surprised that Hagar should manifest so macli 
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affection for a child not at all connected to her. '^Thej 
say yon are crazy, and no one trusts a crazy woman.'' 

Crazy r repeated Hagar, half scornfully, ^* crazjf — ^'tia 
not crazintss — 'tis the trouble — the trouble — ^that's killing me. 
But I'll hide it closer than it's hidden now," she coutinned, 
" K you'll let her stay ; and 'fore Heaven, I swear, that 
sooner than harm one hair of Maggie's head, I'd part with 
my own life ;" and taking the sleeping child in her arms, she 
stood like a wild beast at bay. 

Madam Conway did not herself really believe in Hagar's 
insanity. She had heretofore been perfectly faithful to 
whatever was committed to her care, so she bade her be 
quiet, saying they would trust her for a time. 

" It's the talking to myself," said Hagar, when left alone. 
"It's the talking to myself, which makes them call me 
crazy ; and though I might talk to many a worse woman 
than old Hagar "Warren, I'll stop it ; I'll be still as the 
grave, and when next they gossip about me, it shall be ot 
something besides my craziness. 

So Hagar became suddenly silent, and uncommnnicatiye, 
mingling but little with the servants, bat staying all day 
long in her room, where she watched the children with un- 
tiring care. Especially was she kind to Hester, who as 
time passed on, proved to be a puny, sickly thing, never 
noticing any one, but moaning frequently as if in pain. 
Very tenderly old Hagar nursed her, carrying her often in her 
arms, until they ached from very weariness, while Madam 
Conway, who watched her with a vigilant eye, complained 
that she neglected little Maggie. 

" And what if I do ?" returned Hagar, somewhat bitterly, 
^^ Ain't there avast difference between the two? S'pose 
Hester was your own flesh and blood, would you think I 
could do too much for the poor thing ?" And she glanced 
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compassionately at the poor wasted form, which laj npon 
ber lap, gasping for breath, and presenting a stnkiog con- 
trast to the little Maggie, who, in her cradle, was crowing 
and laaghing in childish glee, at the bright firelight which 
)>lazed apon the hearth. 

Maggie was indeed a beantifnl child. From her mother 
6lie had inherited the boon of perfect health, and she throve 
Well in spite of the bumped heads and pinched fingers, 
"Which frequently fell to her lot, when Hagar was too busy 
with the feeble child to notice her. The plaything of the 
whole house, she was greatly petted by the servants, who 
vied with each other in tracing points of resemblance be- 
tween her and the Conways ; while the grandmother 
prided herself particularly on the arched eyebrows, and 
finely cut upper lip, which, -she said, were sure marks of 
high blood, and never 'found in the lower ranks I With a 
most scornful expression on her face, old Hagar would lis- 
ten to these remarks, and then, when sure that no one 
heard her, she would mutter, ** Marks of blood ! What 
nonsense I I'm almost glad ^'ve solved the riddle, and 
know 'taint blood that makes the difference. Just tell her 
the truth once, and she'd quickly change her mmd. Hester's 
hlne pinchca nose, which makes one think of JUs, would be 
the very essence of aristocracy, while Maggie's lip would 
come of the little Padd'^ blood there is running in her 
veins 1'^ 

" And still. Madam Conway herself was not one half so 
proud of the bright, playful Maggie, as was old Hagar, who, 
when they were alone, would hug her to her bosom, and 
gaze fondly on her fair, round face, and locks of silken hair 
BO like those now resting in the grave. In the meantime 
Mrs. Miller, who, 'since her daughter's birth, had never kfk 
her room', was growing daily weaker, and when Maggie wsa 

1.^ 
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Dear]j niue months old, she died, with the little ono 

to her bosom, just as Hester Hamilton had Ueld it, wheiav- ^^f 

Bhe, too, passed from earth. 

" Doablj blessed,'' whispered old Hagar, who was presonl 
and then when she remembered that to poor little Hester 
mother's blessing would never be given, she felt that her 
of guilt was greater than she could bear. " She will perhape^^c^ 
forgive me if I confess it to her over Miss Margaret's coffin,'^^ ^^ 
she thought ; and once when they stood together by th< 
sleeping dead, and Madam Conway, with Maggie in h< 
arms was bidding the child kiss the clay cold lips of its m< 
ther, old Hagar attempted to tell her. " Could yon beai 
Miss Margaret's death as well," she said, '* if Maggie, instead 
of being bright and playful as she is, were weak and sick, 
like Hester ?" and her eyes fastened themselves upon Ma- 
dam Conway with an agonizing intensity which that lady 
could not fathom. '' Say, would you bear it as well— -could 
you love her as much — would yon change with me, take 
Hester for your own, and give me little Maggie P' she per- 
sisted, and Madam Conway, surprised at her excited man- 
ner, which she attributed in a measure to envy, answered 
coldly. " Of course not. Still, if God had seen fit to give 
me a child liise Hester, I should try to be reconciled, but I 
am thankful he has not thus dealt with me." 

" 'Tis enough. I am satisfied," thought Hagar. " She 
would not thank me for telling her. The secret shall bo 
kept ;" and half exultingly she anticipated the pride she 
should feel in seeing her grand-daughter grown np a lady, 
and an heiress. 

Anon, however, there came stealing over her a feeling of 
remorse, as she reflected that the child defrauded of its births 
right would, if it lived, be compelled to serve in the capacity 
of a servant ; and many a night, when all else was siknt in 
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the old stone house, she paced up and down the room, her 
long hair, now fast taming grej, falling over her shoulders, 
and her large eyes dimmed with tears, as she thought what 
the future woald briiig to the infant she carried in her &rm8« 
Bat the eril she so much dreaded never came, for when tho 
winter snows were again falling, they made a little grave 
beneath the Sime pine tree where Hester Hamilton lay 
sleeping, and while they dug that grave, old Hagar sat with 
folded arms and tearless eyes, gazing fixedly upon the still, 
white face, and thin blue lips, which would never again be 
distorted with pain. Her habit of talking to herself had 
returned, and as she sat there, she would at intervals 
whisper, " poor little babe I I would willingly have cared 
for you all my life, but I am glad yon are gone to Miss Mar* 
garet, who, it may be, will wonder what little thin-faced 
angel is calling her mother I But somebody'll introduce yon, 
somebody '11 tell her who you are, and when she knows how 
prond her mother is of Maggie, she'll forgive old Hagar 
Warren 1" 

" Gone stark mad 1" was the report carried by the ser- 
vants to their mistress, who believed the story, when Hagar 
herself came to her with the request that Hester might be 
buried in some of Maggie's clothes. 

Touched with pity by her worn, haggard face, Madam 
Conway answered ; " yes, take some of her common ones," 
4nd choosing the cambric robe which Hester had worn on 
tne morning when the exchange was made, Hagar dressed 
the body for the grave. When, at last, everything was 
ready and the tiny coffin stood upon the table, Madam 
Conway drew near, arid looked for a moment on the ema- 
dated form which rested quietly from all its pain. Hover- 
ing at her side was Hagar, and feeling it her duty to say a 
word of comfort, the stately lady remarked, that " 'twajl • 
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best the babe should die ; that were it har grandchi^ sht 
ehould feel relieved ; for had it lived, it woald undoabtedlj 
have been physically and intellcctaally feeble." 

'' Thank you I I am considerably comforted," was the 
cool reply of Hagar, who felt how cruel were the words, and 
who for a moment was strongly tempted to claim the beaoti 
ful Maggie as her own, and give back to the cold, proud 
woman the senseless clay, on which she looked so calmlj. 

But love for her grandchild conquered. There was 
nothing in the way of her advancement now, and when afc 
the grave she knelt her down to weep, as the bystanders 
thought, over her dead, she was breathing there a vow that 
never so long as she lived should the secret of Maggie's 
birth be given to the world, unless some circumstance then 
unforeseen should make it absolutely and unavoidably neces- 
sary. To see Maggie grow up into a beautiful, refined and 
cultivated woman, was now the great object of Hagar's life ; 
uid fearing lest by some madvertent word or action the 
secret should be disclosed, she wished to live by herself, 
where naught but the winds of heaven could listen to her 
incoherent whisperings, which made her fellow servants 
accuse her of insanity. 

Down in the deepest shadow of the woods, and distant 
from the old stone house nearly a mile, was a half-ruined 
cottage which, years before, had been occupied by miners, 
who had dug in the hillside for particles of yellow ore, which 
they fancied to be gold. Long and frequent were the night 
revels said to have been held in the old hut, which had at last 
fallen into bad repute and been for years deserted. To one 
like Hagar, however, there was nothing intimidatiug in its 
creaking old floors, its rattling windows and noisome chim« 
ney, where the bats and the swallows built their nests ; and 
when, one day, Madam Conway proposed giving little Mag 
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gie into the charge of a younger and less nervons person than 
herself, she made no objection, bat surprised her mistress by 
asking permission to live by herself in the " cott;^ge by the 
mine " as it was called. 

" It is better for me to be alone," said she, " for I may 
do something terrible if I stay here, something I would 
sooner die than do," and her eyes fell upon Maggie sleeping 
in her cradle. 

This satisfied Madam Conway that the half-crazed woman 
meditated harm to her farorite grandchild, «ind she con- 
gented readily to her removal to the cottage, which by hr.i 
orders was made comparatively comfortable. For serenJ 
weeks, when she came, as she did each day to the house. Mad* 
am Conway kept Maggie carefully from her sight, until at 
last she begged so hard to see her, that her wish was grati- 
fied : and as she manifested no disposition whatever to molest 
the child. Madam Conway's fears gradually subsided, and 
Hagar was permitted to fondle and caress her as often as 
she chose. 

Here, now, for a time, we leave them ; Hagar in her 
cottage by the mine ; Madam Conway in her gloomy home ; 
Maggie in her nurse's arms ; and Theo, of whom as yet but 
little has been said, playing on the nursery floor ; while 
with our readers we pass silently over a period of time whidi 
shall bring us to Maggie's girlhood. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

OISLHOOD. 

FiiTESN years hare passed awaj, and aronnd.the old stoDe 
house tliere is outwardly do change. The moss still clings 
to the damp, dark wall, just as it clung there long ago, while 
the swaying branches of the forest trees still cast their 
•shadows across the floor, or scream to the autumn blast, just 
as they did in years gone by, when Hagar Warren breathed 
that prayer, '' Lead us not into temptation." Madam Con« 
way, stiff and straight and cold as ever, moves with the 
same measured tread through her gloomy rooms, which are 
not as noiseless now as they were wont to be, for girlhood, 
joyous, merry girlhood, has a home in those dark rooms, and 
their silence is broken by the sound of other feet, not moy- 
ing stealthUy and slow, as if following in a funeral train, bat 
dancing down the stairs, tripping through the halls, skip- 
ping across the floor, and bounding over the grass, they go, 
never tiring, never ceasing, till the burds and the sun have 
gone to rest. 

And do what she may, the good lady cannot check the 
gleeful mirth, or hush the clear ringing laughter of one at 
least of the fair maidens, who, since last we looked upon 
them, have grown up to womanhood. Wondrously beauti- 
ful is Maggie Miller now, with her bright sunny face, her 
•oft^ dark eyes and raven hair, so glossy and smooth, that 
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her Bister, the prlc Td .a^, blue-eyed Theo, likens it to a piece 
of shining ^atin. Now, as ever, the pet and darling of the 
household, slie moves among them like a raj of sunshine ; 
and the servants, when they hear her bird-like voice waking 
the echoes of the weird old place, pause In their work to 
listen, blessing Miss Margaret for the Joy and gladness her 
presence has brought to them. 

Old Hagar, in her cottage by the mine, has kept her 
secret well, whispering it only to the rushing wind and the 
running brook, which have told no tales to the gay, ligh^ 
hearted girl, save to murmur in her ear that a life, untram- 
meled by etiquette and form, would be a blissful life indeed. 
And Maggie, listening to the voices which speak to her so 
oft in the autumn wind, the running brook, the opening 
flower and the falling leaf, has learned a lesson different far 
from those taught her daily by the prim, stiff governess, who, 
imported from England six years ago, has drilled both Theo 
and Maggie, in all the prescribed rules of high-life as prac- 
tised in the old world. She has taught them how to sit and 
how to standf how to eat and how to drinJCf as became young 
ladies cf Conway blood and birth. And Madam Conway, 
through her golden spectacles, looks each day to see some 
good, from all this teaching, come to the bold, dashing, 
untamable Maggie, who, spurning alike both birth and blood, 
laughs at form and etiquette as taught by Mrs. Jeffrey, and 
winding her arms around her grandmother's neck, crumples 
her rich lace ruffle with a most unladylike hug, and then 
bounds away to the stables, pretending not to hear the dis* 
•tressed Mrs. Jeffrey calling after her " not to run, 'twas ^o 
Yankeefied and vulgar •/' or if she did hear, answering back, 
" I am a Yamkeitj native born, and shall run for all Johnny 

Bull.'' 
Greatly horrified at this evidence of total depravity, Mra 
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Jeffrey brushes down her black silk apron and goes back to 
Theo, her more tractable pupil ; while Maggie, emerging 
ere long from the stable, clears the fence with one leap of 
her high-mettled pony, which John, the coachman, had 
bought at an enormous price, of a travelling circus, on pur- 
pose for his young mistress, who complained that " grand* 
ma's horses were all too lazy and aristocratic in their move 
ments for her." * 

In perfect amazement Madam Conway looked out when 
first " Gritty," as the pony was called, was led up to the 
door, prancing, pawing, chafing at the bit and impatient 
to be off. "Margaret should never mount that animal,'' 
she said ; but Margaret had ruled for sixteen years, and 
now, at a sign from John, she sprang gaily upon the back of 
the fiery steed, who, feeling instinctively that the rider ho 
carried was a stranger to fear, became under her training 
perfectly gentle, obeying her slightest command, and follow* 
ing her ere long like a sagacious dog. - Not thus easily 
could Madam Conway manage Maggie, and with a groan 
she saw her each day fly over the garden gate, and out into 
the woods, which she scoured in all directions. 

" She'll break her neck, I know," the disturbed old lady 
would say, as Maggie's flowing skirt and waving plumes dis- 
appeared in the shadow of the trees. " She'll break her 
neck some day ;" and thinking some one must be in fault, 
her eyes would turn reprovingly upon Mrs. Jeffrey for 
having failed in subduing Maggie, whom the old governess 
pronounced the " veriest mad-cap in the world ; there was 
nothing like her in all England," she said, "and herlow-bre^ 
ways must be the result of her having been born on Ameri* 
can soil." 

If Maggie was to be censured. Madam Conway chose to 
do it herself, and on «uch occasions she would answer, 
** Loxo-lred, Mrs. Jeffrey, is not a proper term to apply to 
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Margaret. She's a little wild, I admit, but no ono with my 
blood in their veins can be low-bred f and in her indigna- 
tion at the governess, Madam would usually forget to 
reprove her grand-daughter when she came back from her 
ride, her cheeks flushed and her eyes shining like stars with 
the healthful e;sercise. Throwing herself upon a stool at 
her grandmother's feet, Maggie would lay her head upon 
the lap of the proud lady, who, very lovingly would smooth 
the soft shining hair, "so much like her own," she said. 

** Before you had to cohr it, you mean, don't you, grand* 
ma ?" the mischievous Maggie would rejoin, looking up 
archly to her grandmother, who would call her a saucy 
child, and stroke still more fondly the silken locks. 

Wholly unlike Maggie was Theo, a pale-faced, fair-haired 
girl, who was called pretty, when not overshadowed by the 
queenly presence of her more gifted sister. And Theo was 
very proud of this sister, too ; proud of the beautiful Mag- 
gie, to whom, though two years her junior, she looked for 
counsel, willing always to abide by her judgment ; for what 
Maggie did must of course be right, and grandma would not 
scold. So if at any time Theo was led into error, Maggie 
stood ready to bear the blame, which was never very severe, 
for Mrs. Jeffrey had learned not to censure her too much, 
lest by 80 doing she should incur the displeasure of her 
employer, who in turn loved Maggie, if it were possible, 
better than the daughter whose name she bore, and whom 
Maggie called her mother. Well kept and beautiful was the 
ftpot where that mother lay, and the grave was marked by a 
costly marble, which gleamed clear and white through the 
finrrounding evergreens. This was Maggie's favorite resort, 
and here she often sat in the moonlight, musing of one who 
slept there, and who, they said, had held her on her bosoa 
when she died. 

10* 
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At no great distance from this spot, was another grare. 
where the grass grew tall and green, and where the head- 
Btone, half snnken in the earth, betokened that she who 
rested there was of humble origin. Here Maggie seldom 
tarried long. The place had no attraction for her, for -rare] j 
now was the name of Hester Hamilton heard at the old 
Btone hoQse, and all, save one, seemed to have forgotten 
that such as she had ever lived. This was Hagar Warren, 
who in her cottage by the mine has .grown older, and more 
crazy-like since last we saw her. Her hair, once so mnch 
like that which Madame Conway likens to her own, has 
bleached as white as snow, and her tall form is shrirelled 
now, and bent. The secret is wearing her life away, and yet 
she does not regret what she has done. She cannot, when 
she looks upon the beautiful girl, who comes each day to 
her lonely hut, and whom she worships with a species of 
wild idolatry. Maggie knows not why it is, and yet to het 
there is a peculiar fascination about that strange old woman, 
with her snow-white hair, her wrinkled face, her bony hand, 
and wild, dark eyes, which, when they rest on her, have in 
them a look of unutterable tenderness. 

Regularly each day when the sun nears the western hori« 
zon, Maggie steals away to the cottage, and the lonely 
woman, waiting for her on the rude bench by the door, can 
tell her bounding footstep from all others which pass that 
way. She does not say much now, herself ; but the sonnd 
of Maggie's voice, talking to her in the gathering twilight, 
is the sweetest she has ever heard, and so she sits and lis- 
tens, while her hands work nervously together, and her 
whole body trembles with the longing, intense desire she 
feels, to clasp the young girl to her bosom, and claim hor as 
her own. But this she dare not do, for Madame Conway's 
training has had its efifect, and in Maggie's bearing there ii 
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«Yer a degree of pride which forbids anything like nndue 
familiarity. And it was this very pride which Hagar liked 
to see, whispering often to herself, " Warren blood and 
Conway airs — the two go well together." 

Sometimes a word or a look, would make her start, they 
reminded her so forcibly of the dead ; and once she said 
involantarily. "Ton are like your mother, Maggie. 
Exactly what she was at your age.'' 

"My mother I" answered Maggie. Yon never talked to 
me of her. Tell me of her now, I did not suppose I wfuS 
like her, in anything." 

" Yes, fn everything," said old Hagar, " the same daiK. 
eyes and hair, the same bright red cheeks, the same — " 

" Why Hagar, what can yon mean ?" interrupted Maggie. 
" My mother had light blue eyes and fair brown hair, like 
Theo. Grandma says I am not like her at all, while old 
Hannah, the cook, when she feels ill-natured, and wishes to 
tease me, says I am the very image of Hester Hamilton." 

" And what if you are ? What if you are ?" eagerly re- 
joined old Hagar. ** Would you feel badly, to know you 
looked like Hester ?" and the old woman bent anxiously 
forward, to hear the answer, " Not for myself, perhaps, pro- 
vided Hester was handsome, for I think a good deal of 
beauty, that's a fact ; but it would annoy grandma terribly to 
have me look like a servant She might fancy I was Hester's 
daughter, for she wonders every day where I get my low- 
bred ways, as she calls my liking to sing and laugh, and be 
Datural." 

" And s'posin' Hester was your mother, would yon care ?*• 
persisted Hagar, 

** Of course I should," answered Maggie, her large eyea 
opening wide at the strange question. " I wouldn't for the 
whole world be anybody but Maggie Miller, Just who I anu 
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To be 8are I get awfully out of patience with grandma, and 
Mrs. Jeffrey, for talking so mnch about birth and blood and 
family, and all that sort of nonsense, but after all, I wouldn't 
for anything be poor and work as poor folks do." 

** ni never tell her, never," muttered Hagar ; and Maggit 
continued : " What a queer habit you have of talking to 
yourself. Did you always do so ?" 

"Not always. It came upon me with the secret," Hagar 
answered inadvertently ; and eagerly catching at the last 
word, which to her implied a world of romance and mysteryi 
Maggie exclaimed, " The secret^ Hagar, the secret ! If there's 
anything I delight in, it's a seaet .'" and sliding down from 
the rude bench to the grass plat at Hagar's feet, she contin* 
ued : Tell it to me, Hagar, that's a dear old woman. 
I'll never tell anybody as long as I live. I won't upon my 
word," she continued, as she saw the look of horror rest- 
ing on Hagar's face ; " I'll help you to keep it, and we'll 
have such grand times talking it over. Did it concern, your- 
self ?" and Maggie folded her arms upon the lap of the old 
woman, who answered in a voice so hoarse and unnatural 
that Maggie involuntarily shuddered, " Old Hagar would 
die inch by inch sooner than tell you, Maggie Miller, her 
secret." 

" Was it then so dreadful ?" asked, Maggie half fearfully, 
and casting a stealthy glance at the dim woods, where the 
night shadows were falling, and whose winding path she 
must traverse alone, on her homeward route, " Was it 
then so dreadful ?" 

" Yes, dreadful, dreadful ; and yet, Maggie, 1 have some* 
times wished you knew it. You would forgive me, perhaps, 
If you knew how I was tempted," said Hagar, and her voice 
was full of yearning tenderness, while her bony fingera 
parted lovingly the shming hair from off the white broi* 
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of the yofoog girl, who plead agaio, "Tell it to mc^ 
Hagar." 

There was a fierce straggle in Hagar's bosom, but the 
night wind, moying through the hemlock boughs, seemed 
to say, "Not yet — not yet," and remembering her tow, 
she answered. " Leave me, Maggie Miller, I cannot tell you 
the seci^t. You of all others. Ton wonld hate me for it» 
and that I conld not bear. Leave me alone, or the sight of 
yon, so beantifnl, pleading for my secret, will kill me dead." 

There was command in the tones of her voice, and rising 
to her feet, Maggie walked away, with a dread feeling at her 
heart, a feeling which whispered vagnely to her of a deed of 
blood; for what, save this, conld thus affect old Hagar ?-— 
Her road home led near the little burying-groand, and 
impelled by something she conld not resist, she paused at 
her mother^s grave'. The moonlight was falling softly npon 
it, and seating herself within the shadow of the monument, 
sho sat a long time, thinking, not of the dead, but of Hagar 
and the strange words she had uttered. Suddenly, from 
the opposite side of the graveyard, there came a sound 
as of some one walking, and looking up, Maggie saw 
approaching her the bent figure of the old woman, who 
seemed unusually excited. Her first impulse was to fly, but 
knowing how improbable it was that Hagar should seek to 
do her harm, and thinking she might discover some clue to 
the mystery, if she remained, she sat still, while kneeling on 
Hdst^r's grave, old Hagar wept bitterly, talking the while, 
but so incoherently that Maggie could distinguish nothing, 
aave the words, " You, Hester, have forgiven me." 

* Can it be that she has killed her own child I" thought 
Mag, and starting to her feet she stood face to face ^ith 
Hagar, who screamed, " You here, Maggie Miller I Here 
with the others who know my secret. Bat yon shan't wring 
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it from me. You shall never know it, unless tde dead zim 
np to tell you." 

"Hagajr Warren," said Margaret sternly, "is mwrdif 
yonr secret? Did Hester Hamilton die at her mother'^ 
hands f " 

With a short gasping moan, Hagar staggered backward 
a pace or two, and then standing far more erect than Mar* 
garet had ever seen her before, she answered, " No, Maggie 
Miller, no ; murder is no^ my secret. These hands," and she 
tossed in the air her shrivelled arms, " these hands are as 
firee from blood as yours. And now go. Leave me alone 
with my dead, and see that yon tell no tales. Ton like 
secrets, yon say. Let what you have heard to-nfght, be y*mr 
secret. Go." 

Maggie obeyed, and walked slowly homeward, feeling 
greatly relieved that her suspicion was false, and experi- 
encing a degree of satisfaction in thinking that she, too, had 
a secret, which she would guard most carefully from her 
g^ndmother and Theo. " She would never tell them what 
she had seen and heard — never I" 

Seated upon the piazza was Madam Conway and Theo, 
the former of whom chided her for staying so late at the 
cottage, while Theo asked what queer things the old witch- 
woman had said to-night. 

With a very expressive look, which seemed to say, " I 
know, but I shan't tell," Maggie seated herself at her grand* 
mother's feet, and asked, ** how long Hagar had been crazy ! 
Did it come upon her when her daughter died ?" she in 
quired ; and Madam Conway answered, " yes, about that 
time, or more particularly when the baby died. Then sho 
began to act so strangely tihat I removed you from her care, 
for, from something she said, I fancied she meditated harm 
to you." 
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For a moment Maggie sat wrapt in tbongbt — then clap* 
ping her hands together, she exclaimed — ** I have it ; I know 
DOW what ails her. She felt so badly to see you happy with 
me, that she tried to poison me. She said she was sorely 
tempted — and that's the secret which is killing her.'' 

" Secret ! What secret X" cried Theo ; and womanlike, 
forgetting her resolution not to tell, Mag told what she had 
seen and heard, adding as her firm belief that Hagar had 
made an attempt upon her life. 

" I would advise you for the future to keep away from 
ber, then,'' said Madam Conway, to whom the suggestion 
seemed a very probable one. 

But Maggie knew full well that whatever Hagar might 
once have thought to do, there was no danger to be appre* 
bended from her now, and the next day found her as usual 
on her way to the" cottage. Bounding into the room where 
the old woman sat at her knitting, she exclaimed, " I know 
what it is I I know your secret 1" 

There was a gathering mist before Hagar's eyes, and her 
face was deathly white, as she gasped, " You know the se* 
cret I How ? where ? Have the dead come back to tell f 
Did anybrdy see me do it ?" 

*' Why, no," answered Mag, beginning again to grow a 
little mystified. "The dead have nothing to do with it. 
You tried to poison me when I was a baby, and that's what 
makes you crazy. IsnH it so f Gi-andma thought it was, 
when I told her how you talked last night." 

There was a heavy load lifted from Hagar's heart, and 
she answered calmly, but somewhat indignantly, " So you 
tdd—l thouglit I could trust you, Maggie." 

Instantly the tears came to Maggie's eyes, and, coloring 
crimson, she «Jid : ** I didn't mean to tell — indeed I didn't, 
but I forgot £1 about your charge. Forgive me, Hagar, 
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do," and, sinking on the floor, she looked np in Hagar^ face 
60 pleadingly that the old woman was softened, and anr 
wered gently, " You are like flie rest of your sex, Marga- 
ret. No woman but Hagar Warren ever kept a secret ; 
and it's killing her, you see." 

" Don't keep it then," said Mag. " Tell it to me. Gonfesi 
that you tried to poison me because you envied grandma," 
and the soft eyes lookod with an anxious, expectant express- 
ion into the dark, wild orbs of Hagar, who replied, " Envy 
was at the bottom of it all, but I never tried to harm you, 
Margaret, in any way. I only thought to do you good. 
You have not guessed it. You cannot, and you must not 
try." 

" Tell it to me then. I want to know it so badly," per- 
sisted Mag, her curiosity each moment increasing. 

" Maggk MiRerP said old Hagar, and ^he knitting drop- 
ped from her fingers, which moved slowly on till they 
reached and touched the little snow-flake of a hand, resting 
on her knee ; " Maggie Miller, if you knew that the telling of 
that secret would make you perfectly wretched, would you 
wish to hear it ?" 

For a moment Mag was silent, and then, half laughingly, 
she replied, " Pd risk it, Hagar, for I never wanted to know 
anything half so bad in all my life. Tell it to me, won't 
you V 

Very beautiful looked Maggie Miller then. Her straw 
flat sat jauntily on one side of her head, her glossy hair 
combed smoothly back, her soft lustrous eyes shining with 
eager curiosity, and her cheeks flushed with excitement. 
Very, very beautiful she seemed to the old woman, who, in 
her intense longing to take the bright creature to her bosom, 
was, for an instant sorely tempted. 

" Margaret F she began, and at the sound of hex voi'3« 
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the yonng girl shuddered iayolantarllj. '' Margaret !" she 
said again, but ere another word was nttered, the aatamn 
wind, which for the last half honr had been rising rapidly, 
came roaring down the wide*monthed chinmey, and the 
heavy firebpard fell upon the floor with a tremendous erash^ 
nearly crushing old Hagar's foot, and driving for a tin* all 
thoughts of the secret from Maggie's mind. " Served me 
right,'' muttered Hagar, as Maggie left the room for water 
with which to bathe the swollen foot. " Served me right, and 
if ever I'm tempted to tell her again may every bone in my 
body be smashed 1" 

The foot was carefully cared for. Maggie's own hands 
tenderly bandaging it up, and then with redoubled zeal she 
returned to the attack, pressing old Hagar so hard that the 
large drops of perspiration gathered thickly about her fore- 
head and lips, which were white as ashes. Wearied at last, 
Mag gave it up for the time being, but her curiosity was 
thoroughly aroused, and for many days she persisted in her 
importunity, until at last, in self defence, old Hagar, when 
she saw her coming, would steal away to the low roofed 
chamber, and hiding behind a pile of rubbish, would listen 
breathlessly, while Margaret hunted for her in vain. Then 
when she was gone, she would crawl out from her hiding- 
place, covered with cobwebs and dust, and muttering to 
herself, " I never expected this, and it's more than I can 
bear. Why will she torment me so, when a knowledge of 
the secret would drive her mad 1" 

This, however, Maggie Miller did not know; Blessed 
with an uncommon degree of curiosity, which increased each 
time she saw old Hagar, she resolved to solve the mystery, 
which she felt sure was connected with herself, though in 
what manner, she could not guess. " But I toill know," 
%he would say to herself, when returning from a fruitless 
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quizaog of old Hagar, whose iudlng-place the had at Imst 
dkcofered ; " I will know what tia aboat me. I shali 
Bercr be quUe Imppy till I do." 

AB, Maggie^ Maggie, be happy while jon can, and leave 
the aecret alone. It will eonie to yon loon enongh — aje, 
100O enough. 
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CHAPTER T. 

TRIFLES. 

YiRT rapidly the winter passed away, and one mornings 
early in March, Mag went down to the cottage with the 
news that Madam Conway was intending to start immedi* 
ately for England, where she had business which would 
probably detain her until fall. 

" Oh, won't I have fun in her absence I" she cried. * " Pll 
visit every family in the neighborhood. Here she's kept 
Theo and me, caged up like two wild animals, and now I 
am going to see a little of the world. I don't mean to 
study a bit, and instead of visiting you once a day, I shall 
come at least three timesJ^ 

" The Lord help me 1" ejaculated old Hagar, who, much 
as she loved Maggie, was beginning to dread her daily 
visits." 

" Why, do you want help ?" asked Maggie, laughingly. 
"Are you tired of me, Hagar? Don't you like me any 
more ?" 

" Like you, Maggie Miller I like you,^^ repeated old HagaTg 
and in the tones of her voice there was a world of tender* 
ness and love. " There is nothing on earth I love as I do 
you. But you worry me to death sometimes." 

" Oh, yes, I know," answered Mag ; "* but I'm not going 
to tease you awhile. I shall have so much else to do when 
grandma is gone, that I shall forget it I wUK sk<^ Ni^iSsoiV 
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80 proud/' she continued, after a moment. *' I wish she'd 
let Theo and me see a little more of the world than she 
does. I wonder how she ever expects us to get married, or 
be anybody, if she keeps us hero in the woods like two 
young savages. Why, as true as you live, Hagar, I have 
never been anywhere in my life, except to church Sundays, 
once to Douglas's store, in Worcester, once to Patty Thomp- 
son's funeral, and once to a Methodist camp-meeting ; fi,nd 
T never spoke to more than a dozen men besides the minister 
and the school-boys. It's tgo bad 1" and Maggie pouted 
quite becomingly at the injustice done her by her grand- 
mother in keeping her thus secluded. " Theo don't care,*' 
she said. " She is prouder than I am, and does not wish to 
know the Ya/iikees, as grandma calls the folks in this country ; 
but Pm glad I am a Yankee. I wouldn't live in England 
for anything." 

"Why don't your grandmother take you with herf 
asked Hagar, who in a measure sympathized with Maggie 
for being thus isolated. 

** She says we are too young to go into society," answered 
Mag. " It will be time enough two years hence, when I'm 
eighteen and Theo twenty. Then I believe she intends tak- 
ing us to London, where we can show oj^ Qur accomplish- 
ments, and practise that wonderful courtesy which Mrs. 
Jeffrey has taught us. I daresay the queen will be aston- 
ished at our qualifications ;" and with a merry laugh, as she 
thought of the appearance she should make at the Court of 
St. James, Mag leaped on Gritty's back and bounded away, 
while Hagar looked wistfully after her, saying as she viped 
the tears from her eyes, " Heaven bless the girl 1 She 
might sit on the throne of England any day, and Victoria 
wouldn't disgrace herself kt all by doing her reverence, even 
If she be a child of Hagar Warren." 
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As Maggie had said, Madam Conway was going to Eng- 
land. At first, she thought of taking the yonng ladies with 
ber, but, thinking they were hardly old enough yet to be 
emancipated from the school-room, she decided to leave 
them under the supervision of Mrs. Jeffrey, whose niece she 
promised to bring with her on her return from America. 
Upon her departure she bade Theo and Mag a most affection* 
ate adieu, addmg : 

" Be good girls while I am away," keep in the house, 
mind Mrs. Jeffrey, and don't fall in love.'' 

This last injunction came involuntarily from the old lady, 
to whom the idea of then* falling in love was quite as pre* 
posterous as to themselves. 

" Fall in love I" repeated Maggie, when her tears were 
dried, and she with Theo was driving slowly home. ** What 
could grandma mean 1 I wonder* who there is for us to 
love, unless it be John the coachman, or Bill the gardener. 
I 'most wish we could get in love though, just to see how 
'twould seem, don't yon?" she continued. 

" Not with anybody Aere," answered Theo, her nose slight- 
ly elevated at the thoughts of people whom she had been 
educated to despise. 

** Why not here as well as elsewhere T' asked Maggie. 
" I don't see any difference. - But grandma needn't be trou- 
bled, for such things as men's boots never came near our 
house. I think it's a shame though," she continued, ** that 
we don't know anybody, either male or female. Let's go 
down to Worcester, some day, and get acquainted. Don't 
you remember the two handsome young men whom we saw 
five years ago, in Douglas's store, and how they winked at 
each other when grandma ran down their goods, and said 
there were not any darning needles fit to use, this side of 
the water 1" 
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On most subjects, Theo's mfmorj wm treacherous, Imt 
she remembered perfectly well the two yooDg men, particii' 
larly the taller one, who had given her a remnant of bine 
ribbon, which he said was jast the color of her eycs^ Still, 
the idea of going to Worcester did not strike her faTorahiy. 
** She wished Worcester would come to them/' she said, 
'' but she should not dare to go there. They would surely 
get lost. Grandma would not like it, and Mr&. Jeffrey 
would not let them go, even if they wished.'' 

"A fig for Mrs. Jefl&ey," said Maggie. ''I shan't mind 
her much. I'm going to have a real good time, doing as I 
please, and if you are wise, you'll have one too." 

" I suppose I shall do what you tell me to— I always do,^ 
answered Theo, submissively, and there the conversation 
ceased. 

Arrived at home they found dinner awaiting them, and 
Maggie, when seated, suggested to Mrs. Jeffrey that she 
should give them a vacation of a few weeks, just long enough 
for them to get rested and visit the neighbors. But this 
Mrs. Jeffrey refused to do. 

''She had her orders to^eep them at their bookt," she 
said, and " study was healthful ;" at the same time she hade 
them be in the school-room on the morrow. There was a 
wicked look in Maggie's eyes, but her tongue told no tales, 
and when next morning she went with Theo, demurely to 
the school-room, she seemed surprised at hearing from Mrs. 
Jeffrey that every book had disappeared from the desk, 
where they were usually kept ; and though the greatly dis- 
turbed and astonished lady had sought for them nearly an 
hour, they were not to be found. 

" Maggie has hidden them, I know," said Theo, as she 
saw the mischievous look on her sister's face. 

** Margaret wouldn't do such a thing, I'm sure," answered 
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Mrs. Jeffrey, her Toice and manner indicating a little doubt, 
however, as to the trnth of her assertion. 

Bat Maggie had hidden them, and no amount of coaxing 
could persuade her to bring them back. ** You refused me 
a vacation when I asked for it/' she said, *' so Pm going 
to have it perforce ;" and playfully catching up the little 
dumpy figure of her goyerness, she carried her out upon the 
piazza, and seating her in a large easy-chair, bade her " take 
muff aiid amfortf too, as long as she liked." 

Mrs. Jeffrey knew perfectly well that Maggie in reality was 
mistress of the house, that whatever she did Madam Gouway 
would ultimately sanction ; and as a rest was by no means 
disagreeable, she yielded with a good grace, dividing her 
time between sleeping, snnlBng and dressing, while Theo 
lounged upon the sofa and devoured some musty old novels, 
which Maggie, in her rummaging, had discovered. 

Meanwhile Maggie kept her promise of visiting the neigh- 
bor, and almost Aerj family had something to say in praise 
of the merry light-hearted girl, of whom they had heretofore 
known but little. Her favorite recreation, however, was 
riding on horseback, and almost eyery day she galloped 
through the woods and over the fields, usually terminating 
her ride with a call upon old Hagar, whom she still cou^ 
tinned to tease unmercifully for the s^ret; and who was 
glad when at last an incident occurred which for a time 
drove all thoughts of the secret from Maggie's mind. 



« 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE JUNIOR PARTNER. 

One afternoon towards the middle of April, when Mag* 
gie as nsnal was flying through the woods, she paused for a 
moment beneath the shadow of a sycamore, while Gritty 
drank from a small running brook. The pony having 
qaenched his thirst, she gathered np her reins for a fresh 
gallop, when her ear caught the sound of another tiorse's 
hoofs ; and looking back, she saw approaching her at a 
rapid rate a gentleman whom she knew to be a stranger. 
Not caring to be overtaken, she chirruped to the spirited 
Gritty, who, bounding over the velvety turf, left the unknown 
rider far in the rear. 

" Who can she be 7" thought the young man, admiring 
the utter fearlessness with which she rode ; then, feeling a 
little piqued, as he saw how the distance between them waa 
increasing, he exclaimed, '* be she woman, or be she witch, 
I'll overtake her," and whistling to his own fleet animal, he, 
too, dashed on at a furious rate. 

" Trying to catch me, are you ?" thought Maggie. " Pd 
laugh to see you do it," and entering at once into the spirit 
of the race, she rode on for a time with headlong speed — 
then, by way of tantalizing* her pursuer, she paused for a 
moment until he had almost reached her, when at a peculiar 
whistle Gritty sprang forward, while Maggie's mocking 
laugh was borne back to the discomfited young man, wheat 
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interest in the daring girl increased each moment. It was 
a long, long chase she led him, over hills, across the plains, 
and through the grassy valley, until she stopped at last 
within a hundred yards of the deep, narrow gorge, thfongh 
which tho milistream ran. 

" I have you now," thought the stranger, who knew by 
the dull, roaring sound of the water, that a chasm lay be- 
tween him and the opposite bank. ' 

But Maggie bad not yet half displayed her daring feats of 
horsemanship, and when he came so near that hi^, waving 
brown locks and handsome dark eyes were plainly discerni- 
ble, she said to herself, ** he rides tolerably well. I'll see 
how good he is at a leap," and, setting herself more firmly 
in the saddle, she patted Gritty upon the neck. The well 
trained animal understood the signal, and rearing high in 
tho air, was fast nearing the bank, when the young man, 
suspecting her design, shrieked out, ** Stop, lady, stop I It's 
madness to attempt it." 

" FoUqw me if you can," was Mamie's defiant answer, 
and the next moment she hung in mid air over tho dark 

^ abvss. 

Involuntarily the young man closed his eyes, while his ear 
listened anxiously for the cry which would come next. But 
Maggie knew full well what she was doing. She had leaped 
that narrow gorge often, and now when the stranger's eyes 
unclosed, she stood upon the opposite bank, caressing the 
noble animal which bad borne her safely there. 

" It shall never be said that Henry Warner was beaten 
by % school-girl," muttered the stranger. " If she can clear 
that, 1 can, bad rider as I am 1" and burying .his spurs deep 
in the sides of his horse, he pressed on while Maggie held 
her breath in fear, for she knew that without practice uo 
one ooold do what she had done. 

11 
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There was a partially downward plunge — a fierce strag^ 
gle on the shelving bank, where the animal had struck a 
few feet from the top, — then the steed stood panting ou 
terra firma, while a piercing ^i'hriek broke the deep silence 
of the wood, and Maggie's cheeks blanched to a marble hue. 
The rider, either from dizziness or fear, had fallen at the 
moment the horse first struck the bank, and from the ravine 
below there came no sound to tell if yet he lived. 

" He's dead ; he's dead 1" cried Maggie. " 'Twas my 
own foolishness which killed him," and springing from Grit- 
ty's back she gathered up her long riding skirt, and glided 
swiftly down the bank, until she came to a wide, projecting 
rock, where the stranger lay, motionless and still, his white 
face upturned to the sunlight, which came stealing down 
through the overhanging boughs. In an instant she was 
at his side, and his head was restng on bnr lap, while her 
trembling fingers parted back from his pale brow the damp 
mass of curling hair. ^ 

"^he fall alone would not kill him,'" she said, as her eye 
measured the distance, and then she looked anxiously round 
for water, with which to bathe his face. 

But water there was none, save in the stream below, 
whose murmuring flow fell mockingly on her ears, for it 
seemed to say she could not reach it. But Maggie Miller 
was equal to any emergency, and venturing out to the very 
edge of the rock, she poised herself on one foot, and looked 
down the dizzy height, to see if it were possible to descend. 

" I can try at least," she said, and glancing at the pale 
face of the stranger, unhesitatingly resolved to attempt it 

The descent was less difficult than she had anticipated, 
and in an incredibly short space of time, she was dipping 
her tasteful velvet cap in the brook, whose Fparkling foam 
had never before been disturbed by the touch of a band aa 
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soft and fair as hers. To ascend was not so easy a matter ; 
bat chamois-like, Maggie's feet trod safely the dangerous 
path, and she soon knelt by the unconscioas man, bathing 
his forehead in the clear cold water, until he showed signs 
of returning life. His lips moved slowly, at last, as if he 
would speak ; and Maggie, bending low to catch the faint- 
est sound, heard him utter the name of '' Eose.'^ In Mag^ 
gle's bosom, there was no feeling for the stranger, save that 
of pity, and yet, that one word ** Rose,'' thrilled her with a 
strange undefinable emotion, awaking at once a yearning 
desire to know something of her who bore that beautiful 
name, and who, to the young man, was undoubtedly the 
one in all the world most dear. 

** Rose," he said again, " is it you ?" and his eyes, which 
opened slowly, scanned with an eager, questioning look, the 
face of Maggie, who, open-hearted and impulsive as usual, 
answered somewhat sadly : "I am nobody but Maggie 
Miller. I am not Rose, though I wish I was, if you would 
like to see her. 

The tones of her voice recalled the stranger's wandering 
mind, ^nd he answered : " Your voice is like Rose, 
but I would rather see you, Maggie Miller. I like your 
fearlessness, so unlike most of your sex. Rose is far more 
gentle, more feminine than you, and if her very life depended 
upon it, she would never dare leap that gorge." 

The young man intended no reproof ; but Maggie look his 
words as such,; and for the first time in her life, began to think 
that possibly "her manner was not always as womanly as 
might be. At all events she was not like the gentle Rose, 
whom she instantly invested with every possible *grace and 
beauty, wishing that she herself was like her, instead of the 
wild mad-cap she was. Then thinking her conduct required 
Borne apology, she answered, as none save one as fresh and 
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ingenuous as Maggie Miller would have answered, ** I don'l 
know any better than to behave as I do. I've always lived 
in the woods — have never been to school a day in my life-* 
never been anywhere except to camp meeting, and once to 
Douglas's store in Worcester 1" 

This was entirely a new phase of chai'acter to the man of 
the world, who laughed aloud, and at the mention of Doug' 
Icu^s store, started so quickly, that a spasm of pain distorted 
his features, causing Maggie to ask if he were badly hurt. 

" Nothing but a broken leg," he answered ; and Maggie 
to whose mind broken bones conveyed a world of pain and 
suffering, replied. " Oh, Iain so sorry for you, and it's my 
fault, too. Will you forgive me ?" and her little chubby 
bauds clasped his so pleadingly, that raising himself upon 
his elbow, so as to obtain a better view of her bright face, 
he answered ; '^ Pd willingly break a hundred bones for the 
sake of meeting a girl like you, Maggie Miller." 

Maggie was unused to flattery, save as it came from her 
grandmother, Theo, or old Hagar, and now paying no heed 
to his remark, she said, " Can you stay here alone, while I 
go for help ? our house is not far away." 

" I'd rather you would remain with me," he replied ; " but 
as you cannot do both, I suppose you must go." 

" I shan't be gone long," said Maggie, " and I'll send 
old Hagar to keep you company ;" so saymg, she climbed 
the bank, and mounting Gritty, who stood quietly awaiting 
her, she seized the other horse by the bridle, and rode 
swiftly away, leaving the young man to meditate upon the 
novel situation in which he had so suddenly been placed. 

" Ain't 1 in a pretty predicament ?" said he, as he tried in 
vain to move his swollen limb, which was broken in two 
places, but which being partially benumbed, uid not now 
pain him mnch. "But it serves me right for chasing s 



THB JtJNiOB PARTi^ER. 848 

barani'scanim thing, when I onght to hare been minding my 
own business, and collecting bills for Donglas & Co. And 
she says she's been there, too. I wonder who she is, th^ 
handsome sprite. I believe I made her more than half 
jealous, talking of my golden*haired Rose ; but she is far 
more beautiful than* Rose, more beautiful than any one I 
ever saw. I wish she'd come back again," and shutting his 
eyes, he tried to recall the bright, animated face, which had 
BO lately bent anxiously above him. " She tarries long," he 
said, at last, beginning to grow uneasy. " I wonder how 
far it is, and where the deuce can this old Hagar be, of 
whom she spoke." 

" She's here," answered a shrill voice, and looking up, he 
saw before him the bent form of Hagar Warren, at whose 
door Maggie had paused for a moment, while she told of the 
accident, and begged of Hagar to hasten. 

Accordingly, equipped with a blanket and pillow, a brandy 
bottle and the camphor, old Hagar had come, but when sh6 
offered the latter for the young man's acceptance, he pushed 
it from him, saying, " Camphor was his detestation, b^t he 
shouldn't object particularly to smelling of the other bot- 
tle I" 

" No you don't," said Hagar, who thought him in noi 
quite so deplorable a condition as she had expected to find 
him. " My creed is never to give young folks brandy, except 
in cases of emergency ; so saying she made him more comfort- 
able by placing a pillow beneath his head, and then think* 
ing possibly, that this, to hereelf, was "a case of emergency,'' 
she withdrew to a little distance, and sitting down upon the 
gnarled roots of an upturned tree, drank a swallow of tho 
old Cognac, while the young man, maimed and disabled, 
looked wistfully at her I 

Not that he caried for the brandy, of which he seldom. 
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tasted ; but he needed something to relieve tho deathlike 
faintness which occasionallj came over him, and which old 
Hagar, looking oulj at his mischleyons eyes, failed to 
observe. Only those who knew Henry Warner intimately 
gave him credit for the many admirable qualities he really 
possessed ; so full was he of fun. It was in his merry eyes, 
and about his qoizzically-shapcd mouth, that the principal 
difficulty lay ; and most persons, seeing him for the first 
time, fancied that, in some way, he was making sport of 
them. This was old Hagar's impression, as she sat there in 
dignified silence, rather enjoying, than otherwise,. the ocear 
sional groans which came from his white lips. There were 
intervals, however, when he was comparatively free from 
pain, and these he improved by questioning her with regard 
to Maggie, asking who she was, and where she lived. 

" She is Maggie Miller ^ and she lives in a house," answered 
the old woman, rather pettishly. 

" Ah, indeed — snappish are yon V said the young man, 
attempting to turn himself a little, the better to see his com- 
panion. ** Confound that leg I" he continued, as a fierce 
twinge gave him warning not to try many experiments. " I 
know her name is Maggie Miller, and I supposed she lived 
in a house ; but who is she, any way, and what is she ?" 

" If you mean is she anybody ^ I can answer that question 
quick," returned Hagar. " She calls Madam Conway her 
grandmother, and Madam Conway came from one of the 
best families in England — that's who she is ; and as to what 
she is, she's the finest, handsomest, smartest girl in 
America ; and as long as old Hagar Warren lives, no city 
chap with strapped down pantaloons and sneering month is 
going to fool with her either 1" 

"Confound my mouth 1 It's always getting me into 
trouble,'' thought the stranger, trying in vain to smooth 
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down the corners of the offending organ, which i^ gpite of 
him wo old curve with what Hagar called a sn?er, and from ' 
which there finally broke a merry laugh, sadly at varianc* 
with the suffering expression of his face. 

" Your leg must hurt you mightily, the way you go on," 
muttered Hagar, and the young man answered : " It does 
almost murder me, but when a laugh is in a fellow, he can't 
help letting it out, can he ? But where the plague ctfn 

that witch of a 1 beg your pardon, Mrs. Hagar," ho 

added hastily, as he saw the frown settling on the old 
woman's face, " I mean to say where can Miss Miller be ? I 
shall faint away unless she comes soon, or you give me a 
taste of the brandy I" 

This time there was something in the tone of his voice 
which prompted Hagar to draw near, and she was about to 
offer him the brandy, when Maggie appeared, together 
with three men, bearing a litter, or small cot-bed. The 
sight of her produced a much better effect upon him than 
Hagar's brandy would have done, and motioning the old 
woman aside, he declared himself ready to be removed. 

** Now, John, do pray be careful and not hurt him much," 
cried Maggie, as she saw how pale and faint he w*as, while 
even Hagar forgot the curled lip, ^ich the young man bit 
until the blood started through, so intense was his agony 
when they lifted him upon the litter. " The camphor, 
Hagar, the camphor," said Maggie, and the stranger did 
not push it aside when her hand poured it on his head ; but 
the laughing eyes, now dim with pain, smiled gratefully upon 
her, and the quivering lips once murmured as she walked 
beside him, " Heaven bless you, M^gie Miller 1" 

Arrived at Hagar's cottage, the old woman suggested 
that he be carried in there, saying as she met Maggie'i 
questioning glance, ** I can take care of him better than 
any one else." 
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The pain by this time was intolerable, and scarcely knoi^ 
ing what he said, the stranger whispered, " Yes, yes, leavi 
me here.'' 

For a moment the bearers pansed, while Maggie, bending 
over the wounded man, said softly. " Can't yon bear it a 
little longer, until our house is reached ? You'll be men 
comfortable there. Grandma has gone to England, and I'll 
take care of you myself 1" 

This last was perfectly in accordance with Magic's frank, 
impulsive character, and it had the desired effect. Henry 
Warner would have borne almost death itself for the sake 
of being nursed by the young girl beside him, and he signi- 
fied his willingness to proceed, while at the same time his 
hand involuntarily grasped that of Maggie, as if in the 
touch of her snowy fingers there were a mesmeric power to 
soothe his pain. In the meantime a hurried consultation 
had been held between Mrs. Jeffrey and Theo, as to the 
room suitable for the stranger to be placed in. 

" It's not likely he is much," said Theo, " and if grandma 
were here I presume she would assign him the chamber'over 
the kitchen. The wall is low on one side I know, but I dare 
say he is not accustomed to anything better." 

Accordingly several articles of stray lumber were removed 
from the chamber, which the ladies arranged with care, and 
which, when completed, presented quite a respectable appear- 
ance. But Maggie had no idea of putting her guest, as she 
considered him, in the kitchen chamber ; and when, as the 
party entered the house, Mrs. Jeffrey, from the head of the 
stairs, called out, "This way, Maggie, tell them to come 
this way," she waved hel' aside, and led the way to a largo 
rfiry room over the parlor, where, in a high, old fashioned 
bed, surrounded on all sides by heavy damask curtains, they 
kdd the weary stranger. The village surgeon arriving soon 
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after, the fractured bones were set, and then, as perfect 
qaiet seemed necessary, the room was vacated by all save 
Maggie, who glided noiselessly aroand the apartment^ 
while tie eyes of the sick man followed her with eager, 
ftdmiring glances, so beaatifiil she looked to him in her new 
capacity of nurse. 

Henry Warner, as the stranger was called, was the ju- 
nior partner of the firm of Douglas & Co., Worcester, and 
his object in visiting the Hillsdale neighborhood was to col- 
lect several bills which for a long time had been due. He 
had left the cars at the depot, and hiring a livery horse was 
taking the shortest route from the 6ast side of town to the 
west, when he came accidentally upon Maggie Miller, and 
as we have seen, brought his ride to a sudden close. All 
this he told to her on the morning following the accident, 
retaining until the last the name of the firm' of which he 
was a member. 

" And you were once there at our store," he said. " How 
long ^go V 

" Five years " answered Maggie, " when I was eleven, 
and Theo thirteen ;" then, looking earnestly at him she 
exclaimed, " and you are the very one, the clerk with the 
saucy eyes whom grandma disliked so much, because she 
thought he made fun of her ; but we didn't think so — ^Theo 
and I," she added hastily, as she saw the curious expression 
on Henry's mouth, and fancied he might be displeased. " We 
liked them both very much, and knew they must of course be 
annoyed with grandma's English whims." 

For a moment the saucy eyes studied intently the fair 
girlish face of Maggie Miller, then slowly closed, while a 
train of thought something like the following passed through 
the young man's mind ; "a woman and yet a perfect child, 
innocent apd unsuspecting as little Rose herself le one 

11* 
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respect they are alike, knowing no evil and expecting none ; 
and if I, Henry Warner, do aught by thought or deed to 
injure this young girl, may I never again look on the light 
of day or breathe the air of heaven." 

The vow had passed his lips. Henry Warner nevei brf kt 
hid word, and henceforth Maggie Miller was as safe with 
him as if she had been an only and well beloved sister. 
Thinking him to be asleep, Maggie started to leave the 
room, but he called her back, saying. " Don't go ; stay 
with me, won't you ?" 

" Certainly," she answered, drawing a chair to the bedside. 
" I supposed you were sleeping." 

" I was not," he replied. " I was thinking of you and of 
Rose. Your voices are much alike. I thought of it yester- 
day when I lay upon the rock." 

" Who is Rose ?" trembled on Maggie's Kps, while at the 
sound of that name, she was conscious of the same nndefina- 
ble emotion she had once before experienced. But the ques- 
tion was not asked. " If she were his sister he would tell 
me," she thought ; " and if she is not his sister " 

She did not finish the sentence, neither did she under- 
stand that if Eose to him was something dearer than a 
sister, she, Maggie Miller, did not care to know it. 

'* Is she beautiful as her name, this Rose?" she asked at 
last. 

" She is beautiful, but not so beautiful as yon. There are 
few who are," answered Henry ; and his eyes fixed them- 
selves upon Maggie, to see how she would bear the compli- 
ment. 

But she scarcely heeded it, so intent was she upon know- 
ing something more of the mysterious Rose. ** She is beauti- 
ful, you say. Will you tell me how she looks T" she con- 
tinued ; and Henry Warner answered, " she is a frail, deli- 
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eate little creatare, almost dwarfish in size, bat perfect in 
form and feature." 

lovolantarily Maggie shrunk back in her chair, wishing 
her own queenly form had been a very trifle shorter, whilo 
Mr. Warner continued, " She has a sweet, angel face, Mag« 
gie, with eyes of lustrous blue, and curls of golden hair.*' 

** You must love her very dearly," said Maggie, the tone 
of her voice indicating a partial dread of what the answer 
might be. 

" I do indeed love her," was Mr. Warner's reply, " love 
her better than all the world beside. And she has made me 
what I am ; but for her, I should have been a worthless 
dissipated fellow* It's my natural disposition ; but Rose has 
Baved me, and I almost worship her for it. She is my good 
angel — my darling — my " 

Here he paused abruptly, and leaning back upon his pil- 
lows rather enjoyed than otherwise the look of disappointment 
plainly visible on Maggie's face. She had fully expected to 
learn who Rose was ; but this knowledge he purposely kept 
from her. It did not need a very close observer of human 
nature, to read at a glance the ingenuous Maggie, whose 
speaking face betrayed all she felt. She was unused to the 
world. He was the first young gentleman whose acquaint- 
Bhe had ever made, and he knew that she already felt for 
him a deeper interest than she supposed. To increase thia 
interest was his object, and this he thought to do by with* 
holding from her, for a time, a knowledge of the relation ex- 
iating between him and the Rose of whom he had talked so 
much. The ruse was successful, for during the remainder 
of the day, thoughts of the golden-haired Rose were run* 
ning through Maggie's mind, and it was late that night ere 
she could compose herself to sleep, so absorbed was she in 
wondering *• w^ Rose was to Henry Warner.' Not that 
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«he cared particirtarly," she tried to persaade herself ; " but 
she would like to be at ease upon that sabjcct." 

To Tbeo she had communif^ated the fact, that their gnest 
was a partner of Doaglas & Co. and this tended greatly to 
raise the yonng man in the estimation of a young lady likf 
Theo Miller. Next to rank and station money was with her 
the one thing necessary to make a person somebody, Doug- 
las, she had heard, was an immensely wealthy man ; possibly 
the junior partner was wealthy, too ; and if so, the parlor 
chamber, to which she had at first objected, was none too 
good for his aristocratic bones. She would go herself and 
see him in the morning. 

Accordingly, on the morning of the second day she went 
with Maggie to the sick room, speaking to the stranger for 
the first time ; but keeping still at a respectful distance, 
antil she should know something definite concerning him. 

" We have met before, it seems," he said, after the first 
interchange of civilities was over ; " but I did not think our 
acquaintance would be renewed in this manner." 

No answer from Theo, who, like many others, had taken 
a dislike to his mouth, and felt puzzled to know whether he 
intended ridiculing her or not. 

" I have a distinct recollection of your grandmother," he 
continued, " and now I think of it, I believe Douglas has 
once or twice mentioned the elder of the two girls. That 
must be you ?" and he looked at Theo, whose face bright* 
cned perceptibly 

'* DoughSf" she repeated. "He is the owner of the 
store, and the one I saw, with black eyes and black baif 
was only a clerk." 

" The veritable man himself," cried Mr. Warner. ** George 
Douglas, the senior partner of the firm, said by some to be 
worth two fiundred thousand dollars, and only twenty-eight 
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fears old; and the best fellow in the world, except fhait'he 
pretcfnds to dislike women.'' 

Bj this time, Theo's prond bine eyes shone ^ith delight, 
and when, after a little further conversation, Mr. "Warner 
expressed a wish to write to his partner, she brought her 
own rose-wood writing-desk for him to nse, and then seat- 
ing herself by the window, waited nntil the letter was 
written. 

" What shall I say for yon, Miss Theo ?" he asked, near 
the close ; and coloring slightly, she answered, ** Invite him 
to come out and see you." 

" Oh, that will be grand I" cried Maggie, who was far 
more enthusiastic, though not more anxious than her sister. 

Of her, Henry Warner did not ask any message. He 
would not have written it had she sent one ; and folding 
the letter, after adding Theo's. invitation, he laid it aside. 

" I must write to Rose next," he said, " Tis a whole 
week since I have written, and she has never been so long 
without hearing from me." 

• Instantly there came a shadow over Maggie's face, while 
Theo, less scrupulous, asked, " who Rose was." 

" A very dear friend of mine," said Henry, and, as Mrs. 
Jeffrey just then sent for Theo, Maggie was left with him 
alone. 

" Wait one moment," she said, as she saw him about iO 
commence the letter. " Wait till I bring you a sheet of 
gilt-edged paper. It is more worthy of Rose, I fancy, than 
the plainer kind." 

"Thank you," he said. " I will tell her of your sugges* 
tion." 

The paper was brought, and then seating herself by the 
window, lliaggie looked out abstractedly, seeing nothing, 
and hearing nothing save the sound of the pen, as it wrot« 
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down tpords of love, for the gentle Hose. It was not a long 
epistle ; and, as at the close of the Douglas letter he had 
asked a message from Theo, so now at the close of this, ha 
claimed one from Maggie. 

" What shall I say for yon ?" he asked ; and coming to- 
ward him, Margaret answered, " Tell her I love her, though 
I don't know who she is V* 

*' Why have you never asked me ?" queried Henry, and 
coloring crimson, Maggie answered hesitatingly, " I thought 
you would tell me if you wished me to know." 

" Read this letter and that will explain who she is,*' the 
young man continued, oflfering the letter to Maggie, who, 
grasping it eagerly, sat down opposite, so that every mo- 
tion of her face was visible to him. 

The letter was as follows : 

"My darling LrrrLE Eoss: 

" Do you fancy some direful calamity has befallen me, 
because I have not written to you for more than a week ? 
Away with your fears, then, for nothing worse has come 
upon me than a badly broken limb, which will probably keep 
me a prisoner here for two months or more. Now don't l>e 
frightened, Rosa. I am not crippled for life, and even if I 
were, I could love you just the same, while you, Pm sure, 
would love me more. 

* As you probably know, I left Worcester on Tuesday 
morning for the purpose of collecting some bills in this 
neighborhood. Arrived at Hillsdale I procured a horse, 
and was sauntering leisurely through the woods, When 
I came suddenly npoi^a^yi?^ wiic/i in the shape of a beau-, 
tiful young girl. She was the finest rider I ever saw, and 
such a chase as she led me, until at last, to my dismay, she 
leaped across a chasm, down which a nervous little creature 
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liko you would be afraid to look. Not wishing to be out- 
done, I followed her, and, as a matter of course, broke my 
bones. 

" Were it not that the accident will somewhat incommode 
Douglas, and greatly fidget you, I should not much regret 
it, for to me there is a peculiar charm about this old stone 
house and its quaint surroundings. But the greatest charm 
of all, perhaps, lies in my fair nurse, Maggie Miller, for whom 
I risked my neck. You two would be fast friends in a mo- 
ment, and yet you are totally dissimilar, save that your 
voices are much alike. 

" Write to me, soon, dear Rose, and believe me ever 

" Your affectionate brother, 

" Henry.'' 

" Oh," said Maggie, catching her breath, which for a 
time had been partially suspended, " Oh ;" and in that sin- 
gle monosyllable, there was to the young man watching her, 
a world of meaning. " She's your sister, this little Rose f* 
and the soft dark eyes, flashed brightly upon him. 

" What did you suppose her' to be ?" he asked, and Mag* 
gie answered, " I thought she might be your wife, though I 
should rather have her for a sister, if I were you." 

The young man smiled involuntarily, thinking to himself 
how his fashionable city friends would be shockecl at such 
perfect frankness, which meant no more than tlieir own 
studied airs. 

" You are a good girl, Maggie," he said, at last, " and I 
irould not for the world deceive you ; Rose is my step-sister. 
We are in no way connected save by a marriage, still I love 
her all the same. We were brought op together by a lady 
irho is aunt to both, and Rose seems to me like an own 
lear sist-cr. She has saved me from almost everything. I 
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once loved the wine cop ; but her kindly woi*ds and gentle 
inflaence won me back, so that now I seldom taste it. And 
once I thought to run away to sea, but Rose found it out; 
and meeting me at the gate, persuaded me to return. It is 
wonderful, the' influence she has over me, keeping my wild 
spirits in check, and if I am ever anything, I shall owe it all 
to her." 

" Does she live in Worcester ?*' asked Maggie ; and Uenry 
answered, " No, in Leominster, which is not far distant. I 
go home once a month, and I fancy I can see Rose now, just 
as she looks when she comes tripping down the walk to 
meet me, her blue eyes shining like stars, and her golden 
curls blowing over her pale forehead. She is very, very 
frail : and sometimes when I look upon her, the dread fear 
steals over me, that there will come a time, ere long, when I 
shall have no sister.'' 

There were tears in Maggie's eyes, tears for the fair young 
girl whom she had never seen, and she felt a yearning desire 
to look once on the beautiful face of her whom Henry War* 
ner called his sister. " I wish she would come here, 1 
want to see. her," she said, at" last, and Henry replied, " She 
does not go often from home. But I have her daguerreo- 
type in Worcester. V\l write to Douglas to bring it," and 
opening the letter, which was not yet sealed, he added a 
few lines. " Come, Maggie," he said, when this was finished, 
" you need exercise. Suppose you ride over to the office 
with these letters." 

Maggie would rather have remained with him : but she 
expressed her willingness to go, and in a few moments wai 
seated on Gritty's back, with the two letters clasped firmly 
in her hand. At one of these, the one bearing the name ot 
Rose Warner^ she looked often and wistftiUy ; " 'twas a most 
beautiful name," she thought^ " and she who bore it wa« 
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beaniifal too.'' And then there arose within her a wish, 
shadowy and nndefined to herself, it is true — but still a wish 
^that she, Maggie Miller, might one day call that gcotlo 
Bose her sister, " 1 shall see her sometimes, auy way, she 
thought, ''and this George Douglas, too. I wish they'd 
Tislt us together,'' and haying by this time reached the 
post office, she deposited the letters, and galloped rapidly 
loward home. 
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CHAPTER VIL 

THB SENIOB PABTKBB. 

I 

Thb large establishment of Dooglas & Co. was closed fo( 
the night. The clerks had gone each to his own place ; 
old Safiford, the poor relation^ the man of all work, who 
attended faithfully to everything, groaning often and pray- 
ing oftener, over the careless habits of " the boys," as he 
called the two young men, his employers, had sought his 
comfortless bachelor attic, where he slept always with one 
ear open, listening for any burglarious sound which might 
come from the store below, and which had it come to him 
listening thus, would have frightened him half to death. 
George Douglas, too, the senior partner of the firm, had retired 
to his own room, which was far more elegantly furnished than 
that of the old man in the attic, and now in a velvet easy 
chair, he sat reading the letter from Hillsdale, which had 
arrived that evening, and a portion of which we subjoin for 
the reader's benefit. 

After giving an account of his accident, and the manner 
ttt which it occurred, Warner continued 2 

" They say 'tis a mighty bad wind which blows no one 
wiy good, and so, though I verily believe I sufifer all a maa 
can suffer with a broken bone, yet, when I look at the fail 
face of Maggie Miller, I feel that I would not exchange this 
high old bed, to enter which, needs a short ladder, even for 
a scat by you on that thr«e-lcggcd stool, behind the old 
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writing-desk. I never saw anything like her in my lifa 
UlTerything she thinks, she says, and as to flattering her, it 
can't be done. IVe told her a dozen times at least that she 
was beantifol, and she didn't mind it any more than Bose 
does, when I flatter her. Still, I fancy if I were to talk to 
her of love, it might make a difference, and perhaps I shall, 
ere I leave the place. 

" You know, George, I have always insisted there was 
bnt one female in the world fit to be a wif^^ and as that one 
was my sister, I should probably never have the pleasure of 
paying any bills for Mrs. Henry Warner; but Pve half 
changed my mind, and I'm terribly affaid this Maggie Miller, 
hot content with breaking my bones, has made sad work 
with another portion of the body, called by physiologists, 
the heart. I don't know how a man feels when he is in love ; 
bnt when this Maggie Miller looks me straight in the face with 
ber sunshiny eyes, while her little soft white hand pushes 
back my hair (which by the way, I slily disarrange on pur- 
pose) I feel the blood tingle to the ends of my toes, and 
still I dare not hint such a thing to her. 'Twould frighten 
her off in a moment, and she'll send in her place either an 
old hag of a woman, called Hagar, or her proud sister Tbeo, 
whom I cannot endure. 

" By the way, George, this Theo will just suit you, who 
are fond of aristocracy. She's proud as Lucifer, thinks 
because she was *born in England, and sprung from a high 
family, that there is no one in America worthy of her lady* 
ship's notice, unless indeed they chance to have money. You 
ought to have seen how her eyes lighted up when I told her 
you were said to be worth $200,000. She told me directly 
to invite you out here, and this, I assure you, was a good 
deal for her to do. So don your best attire, not forgetting 
the diamond cross, and come for a day or two. Old Saf 
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ean't imagine what ails it that everybodj 8hoald thiuk I'm 
making fan of them. Even old Safford matters about my 
making months at Mm when I haven't thought of him 11 a 
month I Present my compliments to the old gentleman, 
aod tell him one of ' the boys ' thinks seriously of following 
his advice, which you know is ' to sow our wild oats and 
get a wife.' Do pray come, for I am only half myself 
without you. 

" Yours in the brotherhood, 

"Henry Warner." 

For a time after reading the above, George Douglas sat 
wrapt in thought, then bursting into a laugh as he thought 
now much the letter was like the jovial, light-hearted fellow 
who wrote it, he put it aside, and leaning back in his chair 
mused long and silently, not of Theo, but of Maggie, half 
wishing he were in Warner's place instead of being there in 
the dusty city. 5ut as this could not be, he contented him- 
self with thinking that at some time not far distant he would 
yisit the old stone house — would see for himself this won- 
derful Maggie — and, though ho had been warned against it, 
w.ould possibly win her from his friend, who, unconsciously 
perhaps, had often crossed his j)ath, watching him jealously 
lest he should look too often and too long upon the fragUe 
Sose, blooming so sweetly in her bird's-nest of a home 'mong 
the tall old trees of Leominster. 

" But he need not fear," he said somewhat bitterly, " he 
need not fear for her, for it is over now. She has refused 
ne, this Bose Warner, and though it touched my pride to 
hear her tell me no, I cannot hate her for it. * She had 
given her love to another,' she said, and Warner is blind or 
crazy that he does not see the truth. But it is not for me 
to enlighten him. He may call her sister if he likes, though 
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there is do tie of blood between them. Fd far ratha U 
woald be thus, than something nearer ;^ and slowly risug 
np, George Douglas retired to dream of a calm, almost hea* 
tclIv face, which but the day before bad been bathed in 
tears as he told to Rose Warner the story of his Iot«u 
llingled too with that dream was another face, a langhing, 
sparkling, merry face, upon which no man eyer yet had 
looked and escaped with a whole heart. 

The moruing light dispelled the dream, and when in the 
store old Safiford inquired " what news from the boy V the 
senior partner answered gravely that he was lying among 
the Hillsdale hills, with a broken leg caused by a fall firom 
his horse. 

"Always was a careless rider," mnttered old Safford, 
mentally deploring the increased amount of labor which 
would necessarily fall upon him, but which he performed 
without a word of complaint. 

The fair May blossoms were faded, and the last June 
roses were blooming ere George Douglas found time or in- 
clination to accept the invitation indirectly extended to him 
by Theo Miller. Rose Warner's refusal had affected him 
more thau he chose to confess, and the wound must be 
slightly healed ere he could find pleasure in the sight of 
another. Possessed of many excellent qualities, he had un- 
fortunately fallen into the error of thinking that almost 
any one whom he should select would take him for his 
money. And when Rose Warner, sitting by his side in the 
shadowy twilight, had said, " I cannot be your wife,'' tho 
shock was sudden and- hard to bear. But the first keen bit, 
tcrncss was over now, and remembering " the wild girls of 
the woods," as he mentally styled both Theo and Maggie^ 
he determined at last to see them for himself. 

Accordingly, on the last day of June, he started for Hill* 
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dale, where he intended to remain until after the 4th. To 6nd 
the old house was an easy matter, for almost every one in 
town was familiar with its locality, and towards the close 
of the afternoon, he found himself upon its broad steps ap- 
pljirg vigorous strokes to the ponderous brass kuocker, and 
half hoping the summons would be answered by Maggie her^ 
self. But it was not, and in the bent, white-haired womau 
who came with measured footsteps we recognize old Hagar, 
who spent much of her time at the house, and who came to 
the door in complitince with the request of the young ladies, 
both of whom, from an upper window, were curiously watch- 
ing the stranger. 

" Just the old witch one would expect to find in this out 
of the way place,'' thought Mr. Douglas, while at the same 
time he asked " if this were Madam Conway's residence, and 
if a young man by the name of Warner were staying here V* 

" Another city beau 1'' muttered Hagar, as she answered 
in the affirmative, and ushered him into the parlor. " Ano- 
ther city beau — there'll be high carryings on now, if he's 
anything like the other one, who's come mighty nigh turning 
the house upside down." 

" What did you say ?" asked George Douglas, catching 
the- sound of her muttering, and thinking she was address- 
ing himself. 

" I wasn't speaking to you. I was talking to a likelier 
person," answered old Hagar, in an under tone, as she 
Bhuffled away in quest of Henry Warner, who by this time 
was able to walk with the help of a cane. 

The meeting between the young men was a joyful one, 
for though George Douglas was a little sore on the subject 
of Rose, he would not suffer a matter like that to come be- 
tween him and Henry Warner, whom he had known and 
liked from boyhood. Henry's first inquiries were u&tiu^^ 
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of a business character, and then George Douglas spoke of 
the young ladies, saying he was only anzioos to see JMiag^ 
for he know of course, he should dislike the other. 

Such, however, is wayward human nature, that the fair, 
pale face, and quiet, dignified manner of Theo Miller had 
greater attractions for a person of Greorge Douglas's pecoliar 
temperament than had the dashing, brilliant Mag. There 
was a resemblance, he imagined, between Theo and Bose, 
and this of itself was sufficient to attract him towards her. 
Theo, too, was equally pleased ; and when, that eyening, 
Madam Jeffrey faintly interposed her fast departing author* 
ity, telling her quondam pupils it was time they were asleep, 
Theo did not, as usual, heed the warning, but sat yery still 
beneath the yine-wreathed portico, listening while Oeoi^ 
Douglas told her of the world which she had never seen. 
She was not proud towards him, for he possessed the charm 
of money, and as he looked down upon her, conversing with 
him so familiarly, he wondered how Henry could have called 
ker cold and haughty — she was merely digfiiJUdt highrbred, he 
thought, and George Douglas liked anything which savored 
of aristocracy. 

Meanwhile, Henry and Mag had wandered to a little 
summer-house, where, with the bright moonlight-falling upon 
them, they sat together, but not exactly as of old, for 
Magg:.o did not now look up into his face as she was wont 
to do, and if she thought his eye was resting upon her, she 
moved uneasily, while the rich blood deepened on her cheek. 
A. change has come over Maggie Miller ; it is the old story, 
too — old to hundreds of thousands, but new to her, the 
blushing maiden. Theo calls her nervous — ^Mrs. Jeffrey calls 
her sick — the servants call her mighty queer — ^while old Hagar, 
hovering ever near, and watching her with a jealous eyc^ 
knows $h€iiin torn* 



THE SENIOR PARTNER. 2M 

FaithfoIIj aud well had Hagar stadied Henrj Warner, to 
■ee if there were anght in him of eyil ; and thongh he was 
not what she would haye chosen for the queenly Mag, she 
was satisfied if Margaret loyed him and he loved Margaret. 
** Bat did he 7 He had neyer told her so ;" and in Hagaf 
Warren's wild black eyes, there was a sayc^e gleam, as she 
thought, " hell rue the day that he dares trifle with Maggie 
MiUer.'' 

But Henry Warner was not trifling with her. He was 
only wdting a fayorable opportunity for 'telling her the 
story of his loye ; and now, as they sit together in the 
moonlight, with the musical flow of the millstream falling 
on his ^r, he essays to speak — to tell how she has grown 
into his heart ; to^k her to go with him where he goes ; 
to make his home her home, and so be with him always ; 
but ere the first word was uttered, Maggie asked if Mr. 
Douglas had brought the picture of his sister. 

" Why, yes,'' he answered, " I had forgotten it entirely. 
Here it is f and taking it from his pocket, he passed it to her. 

It was a face of almost ethereal loyeliness, which through 
the moonlight looked up to Maggie Miller, and again she 
experienced the same undefinable emotion, a mysterious, 
inyifflble something, drawing her towards the original of the 
beautiful likeness. 

" It is strange how thoughts of Rose always affect me,'' 
she said, gazing earnestly upon the large eyes of blue, 
shadowed fortff'upon the picture. " It seems as though sho 
must be nearer to me than an unknown friend." 

** Seems she like a sister ?" asked Henry Warner, coming 
80 near that Maggie felt his warm breath upon her cheek. 

** Yes, yes, that's it," she answered, with something of her 
<dden frankness. *' And had I somewhere in the world an 
unknown sister, I should say it was Rose Warner I" 
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There were a few low, whispered words, and when the 
full moon which for a time, had hidden itself behind the 
clouds, again shoue forth in all its glory, Henrj had asked 
Mas^gie Miller to be the sister of Eose Warner, and Maggie 
had answered " yes !" 

That *night, in Maggie's dreams, there was a strange oom- 
mingling of thought. Thoughts of Henry Warner, as he 
told her of his loye — thoughts of the gentle girl whose eyes 
of blue had looked so lovingly up to her, as if between them 
there was indeed a common bond of sympathy — and 
stranger far than all, thoughts of the little grave beneath 
the pine, where slept the so-called child of Hester Hamilton 
— ^the child defrauded of its burth-right, and who, in |he nub- 
ty vagaries of dreamland, seemed alone |o stand between her 
and the beautiful Rose Warner i 
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CHAPTER Till. 

STJ^BS AND STBI?BS. 

On the rude bench by her cabin door, sat Hagar Wa^ 
ren, her black eyes peering out into the woods, and her 
qaick ear turned to catch the first sound of bounding foot- 
steps, which came at last, and Maggie Miller was sitting by 
her side. 

" What is it, darling ?" Hagar asked, and her shrivelled 
hand smoothed, caressingly, the silken hair, as she looked 
into the glowing face of the young girl and half guessed 
what was written there. 

To Theo, Mag had whispered the words, " I am engaged," 
and Theo had coldly answered, "Pshaw? Grandma vrill 
quickly break that up. Why, Henry Warner is corapara- 
tiFely poor. Mr. Douglas told me so, or rather I quizzed 
him until I found it out. He says, thougli, that Henry has 
rare business talents, and he could not do without him.'' 

To the latter part of Theo's remark, Maggie paid little 
heed ; but the mention of her grandmother troubled her. 
She would oppose it, Mag was sure of that, and it was to 
talk on this very subject she had come to Hagar's cottage. 

** Just the way I s'posed it would end," said Hagar, when 
Mag, with blushing; half-averted face, told the story of her 
engagement ; " Just the way I s'posed 'twould end, but 1 
didn't think 'twould be so quick." 
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'* Two months and a half is a great while, and thea wt 
have been together so mach," replied Maggie, at tlM 
Bame time asking if Hagar did not approre her choice. 

" Henry Warner's well enough," answered Hagar. " Vn 
watched him close and see no eyil in him ; but he isn't the 
one for jou, nor are you the one for him. You are both too 
wild, too full of fun, and if yoked together will go to de* 
struction, I know. You need somebody to hold you back, 
and so does he." 

Involuntarily, Maggie thought of Bose, mentally resolving 
to be, if possible, more like her. 

** You are not angry with me 1" said Hagar, observing 
Maggie's silence. " You asked my opinion, and I gare it to 
you. You are too young to know who you like. Heniy 
Warner is the first man you ever knew, and, in two yean^ 
time you'll tire of him." 

" Tire of him, Hagar f Tire of Henry Warner I" cried 
Mag, a little indignantly. " You do not know me, if yoa 
think ril ever tire of him ; and then, too, did I tell you 
grandma keeps writmg to me about a Mr. Carrollton, who 
she says is wealthy, fine looking, highly educated, and very 
aristocratic, and that last makes me hate him I I've heard 
so much about aristocracy, that I'm sick of it, and just for 
that reason I would not have this Mr. Carrollton, if I knew 
he'd make me Queen of England. But grandma's heart it 
set upon it, I know, and she thinks of course he would marry 
me — says he is delighted with my daguerreotype — that aw- 
fol one, too, with the staring eyes. In grandma's last let- 
ter, he sent me a note. Twas beautifully written, and I 
dare say he is a fine young man, at least he talks cemman 
Mfiie, but I shan't answer it ; and if you'll believe me, I used 
part of it in lighting Henry's cigar, and with the rest I shall 
^ht firecrackers on the 4th of July ; Henry has bought a 
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lot of them, and we're going to have fan. How g^randma 
would scold I— but I shall marry Henry Warner, any way. 
Do you think she will oppose me, when she sees how deter^ 
mined I am 7" 

" Of course she will," answered Hagar, *' I know these 
CarroUtons ; they are a haughty race, and if your grand- 
mother has one of them in yiew shell turn you from her 
door sooner than see you married to another, and an Ameri* 
can, too.'' 

There was a moment's silence, and then with an unna- 
tural gleam in her eye, old Hagar turned towards Mag, and 
grasping her shoulder, said, " If she does this thing, Maggie 
Miller — ^if She casts you off, will you take me for your grand* 
mother? Will you let me live with you? FU be your 
drudge, your slave ; say, Maggie, may I go with you ? 
Will you call mt grandmother ? I'd willingly die if only 
once I could hear you speak to me thus, and know it was in 
love," 

For a moment Mag looked at her in astonishment ; then 
thinking to herself, " She surely is half-crazed," she ans- 
wered laughingly, "Yes, Hagar, if grandma casts me off, 
you may go with me. I shall need your care, but I can't 
promise to call you gnmdma, because you know you are 
not." 

The comers of Hagar's mouth worked nervously, but her 
teeth shut firmly over the thin, white lip, forcing back the 
wild words trembling there, and the secret was not told. 

" Qo home, Maggie Miller," she said, at last, rising slowly 
to her feet. " Oo home now, and leave me alone. I am 
willing you should marry Henry Warner, nay, I wish you to 
do it ; but you must remember your promise." 

Maggie was about to answer, when her thoughts wer« 
directed to another channel by the sight of George Dougloi 
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and Theo, coining slowly down the shaded pathway, wldA 
led past Hagar's door. Old Hagar saw them, too, and, 
whispering to Maggie, said, " there's another marriage brew- 
ing, or the signs do not tell true, abd madam will sanction 
this one, too, for there's money there, and geld can purify 
any blood." 

Ere Maggie could reply, Theo called out, "you hcre^ 
Mag, as usual ?" adding, aside, to her companion, " she haa 
the most unaccountable taste, so different from me, who 
cannot endure anything low and vulgar. Can you ? But I 
need not ask," she continued, " for your associations haye 
been of a reCncd nature." 

George Douglas did not answer, for his thoughts were 
back i n the brown farmhouse at the foot of the hill, where 
his boyhood was passed, and he wondered what the high- 
bred lady at Iiia side would say if she could see the sun* 
burnt man and plain, old-fashioned woman, who called him 
their son, George Washington ! He would not confess that 
he was ashamed of his parentage, for he tried to be a kind 
and dutiful child, but he would a little rather that Theo Mil- 
ler should not know how democratic had been his early 
training. So he made no answer, but, addressing himself 
to Mag, asked " how she could find it in her heart to leave 
her patient so long ?" 

'' Vm going back directly," she said, and donning her flat, 
she started for home, thinking she had gained but little 
satisfaction from Hagar, who, as Douglas and Theo passed 
on, resumed her seat by the door, and listening to the sound 
of Margaret's retreating footsteps, muttered, " the old^light- 
heartedness is gone. There are shadows gathering round 
her ; for once in love, she'll never be as free and joyoun 
again. Bat it can't be helped ; it's the destiny of women, 
and I only hope this Warner is worthy of her, but he ain*fc 
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He's toe wild— too full of what Hagar Warren calls bedevil* 
meni. And Mag does everything he tells her to do. Not 
(content with tearing down his bed-curtains, which have hung 
there full twenty years, she's set things all cornerwise, 
because the folks do so in Worcester, and has turned the 
parlor into a smoking room, till all the air of Hillsdale can't 
take away that tobacco scent. Whj, it almost knocks me 
down I" and the old lady groaned aloud, as she recounted 
to herself the recent innovations upon the time-honored 
habits of her mistress's house. 

Henry Warner was, indeed, rather a fast young man, but 
it needed the suggestive presence of George Douglas to 
bring out his true character ; and for the four days succeed- 
ing the arrival of the latter, there were rare doings at the 
old stone house, where the astonished and rather delighted 
servants looked on in amazement, while the young men sang 
their jovial songs and drank of the rare old wine, which Mag, 
utterly fearless of what her grandmother might say, brought 
from the cellar below. But when, on the morning of the 
4th, Henry Warner suggested that they have a celebration^ 
or, at least, hang out the American flag by way of showing 
their patriotism, there were signs of rebdiion in the kitchen, 
while even Mrs. Jcfl*rcy,.who had long since ceased to inter- 
fere, felt it her duty to remonstrate. Accordingly, she 
descended to the parlor, where she found George Douglas 
and Mag dancing to the tune of Yankee Doodle, which 
Theo played upon the piano, while Henry Warner whistled 
a most stirring accompaniment I To be heard above that 
din was impossible, and involuntarily patting her own slip^ 
pared foot to the lively strain, the distressed little lady went 
back to her room, wondering what Madam Conway would 
say if. she knew how her house was being desecrated. 

But Madam Conway did not know. She was three 
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thoQsand miles away, and with this distance between th^n^ 
Maggie dared do anything ; so when the flag was agaui 
mentioned; she answered apologeticallj, as if it were scHue- 
thing of which they ought to be ashamed : " We neyer had 
any, bat we can soon make one, I know. 'Twill be fan to 
see it float from the house-top I" and, flying up the stairs 
to the dusty garret, she drew from a huge oaken chest,, a 
scarlet coat, which had belonged to the former owner of the 
place, who little thought, as he sat in state, that his 
favorite coat would one day furnish materials for the 
emblem of American freedom I . 

No such thought as this, however, obtruded itself upon 
Mag, as she bent over the chest. ** The coat is of no use," she 
said, and gathering it up, she ran back to the parlor, where, 
throwing it across Henry's lap, she told how it had be- 
longed to her great-great-grandfather, who, at the time of 
the Revolution, went home to England. The young men 
exchanged a meaning look, and then burst into a laugh, bat 
the cause of their merriment they did not explain, lest the 
prejudices of the girls should be aroused. 

** This is just the thing," said Henry, entering heart and 
soul into the spirit of the fun. '' This is grand. Can't 
you find some blue for the ground-work of the stars ?" 

Mag thought a moment, and then exclaimed, ^* Oh, yes, 
I have it, grandma has a blue satin bodice, which she wore 
when she was a young lady. She once gave me a part of 
the back for my dolly's dress. She won't care if I cat tqi 
the rest for a banner." 

" Of course not," answered George Douglas. " Shell be 
glad to have it used for sqch a laudable purpose," and walk* 
ing to the window, he laughed heartily as he saw in fancy 
the wrath of the proud English woman, when she learned 
the use to which her satin bodice had been appropriated. 
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The waist was brought ia a twiukling, aud then, when 
Henry asked for some white, Mag cried, '' A sheet will be 
jost the thing — one of grandma's small linen ones. It 
won't hart it a bit," she added, as she saw a shadow on 
Theo's brow, and, mounting to the top of the high chest 
of drawers, she brought out a sheet of finest linen, which* 
with rose leayes, and fragrant herbs, had been carefully 
packed away. 

It was a long, delightful process, the making of that ban- 
ner, and Maggie's voice rang out loud and clear, as she saw 
how cleverly Henry Warner managed the shears, cutting 
the red coat into stripes. The arrangement of the satin 
fell to Maggie's lot, and, while George Douglas made the 
stars, Theo looked on, a little doubtfully, not that her nation- 
ality was in any way affected, for what George Douglas sanc- 
tioned was by this time right with her ; but she felt some mis- 
giving as to what her grandmother might say ; and thinking 
if she did nothing but look on and laugh, the blame would 
fall on Mag, she stood aloof, making occasionally a sugges- 
tion, and seeming as pleased as any one, when, at last, 
the flag was donc». A quilting frame served as a flag-staff, 
and Mag was chosen to plant it upon the top of the house, 
where was a cupola, or miniature tower, overlooking the 
surrounding country. Leading to this tower was a narrow 
staircase, and up these stairs Mag bore the flag, assisted by 
one of the servant girls, whose birth-place was green Erin, 
and whose broad, good-humored face shone with delight, 
as she fastened the pole securely in its place, and then shook 
aloft her checked apron, in answer to the cheer which came 
up ftom below, when first the American banner waved ovel 
the old stone house. 

Attracted by the noise, and wondering what fresh mis- 
chief they were doing, Mrs. Jeffrey went out into the yard 

12* 
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jast in time to see the flag of freedom as it shook itself ool 
in the summer breeze. 

'' Heaven help me I" she ejacalated ; " Stars and Stripes, 
on Madam Conway's honse!" and resolutely shutting her 
ejcs, lest they should look again, on what to her seemed 
sicrilcge, she groped her way back to the house, and rcti^ 
Ing to her room, wrote to Madam Conway an exaggerated 
account of the proceedings, bidding her hasten home, a 
Mag and Theo would be ruined. 

The letter being written, the good lady felt better — so 
much better, indeed, that after an hour's deliberation she 
concluded not to send it, inasmuch as it contained many 
complaints against the young lady Margaret, who she knew 
was sure in the eud to find favor in her grandmother's eyes. 
This was the first time Mrs. Jefi'rey had attempted a letter 
to her employer, for Maggie had been the chosen corres- 
pondent, Theo affecting to dislike anything like letter-writ- 
ing. On the day previous to Henry Warner's arrival at the 
stone house, Mag had written to her grandmother, and ere 
the time came for her to write again, she had concluded to 
keep his presence there a secret : so Madam Conway was^ 
as yet, ignorant of his existence ; and while in the homes ol 
the English nobility, she bore herself like a royal princess, 
talking to young Arthur CarroUton of her beautiful gran- 
daughter, she little dreamed of the real state of affairs at 
homo. 

But it was not for Mrs. Jeffrey to enlighten her, and tear* 
ing her letter in pieces, the governess sat down in her easy- 
uhair by the window, mentally congratulating herself upon 
the fact that " the two young savages," as she styled Dougo 
las and Warner, were to leave on the morrow. This last 
act of theirs, the hoisting of the banner, had been the cul- 
minating point, and too indignant to sit witli them at the 
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lamc table, she resolatelj kept her room throughout the 
entire day, poring intently over " Baxter's Saint's Rest,** 
her faYorite Tolame when at all flnrried or excited. Occasion^ 
ally, too, she would stop her ears with jeweller's cotton, tc 
shut oat the sound of HaU Columbia as it came up to her 
from the parlor below, where the young men were doing 
their best to show their patriotism. 

Towards evening, alarmed by a whizzing sound, which 
seemed to be often repeated, and wishing to know the cause, 
she stole half way down the stairs, when the mischievous 
Mag greeted her with a serpent, which hissing beneath her 
feet, sent her quickly back to her room, from which she did 
not venture again. Mrs, Jeffrey was very good natured, 
and reflecting that " young folks must have fun," she became 
at last comparatively calm, and at an early hour songlit her 
pillow. But thoughts of " stars amd stripes " waving directly 
over her head, as she knew they were, made her nervous, 
and the long clock struck the hour of two, while she was 
yet restless aud wakeful. 

*' Maybe the SainVs Rest will quiet me a trifle," she 
thought, and striking a light, she attempted to read ; but in 
vain, for every word was a star, every line a stripe, and 
every leaf 9kfiag. Shutting the book and hurriedly pacing 
the floor, she exclaimed, " It's of no use trying to sleep, or 
meditate either. Baxter himself couldn't do it with that 
thing over his head, and I mean to take it down. It's a 
duty I owe to King George's memory, and to Madam Con- 
way f and stealing from her room, she groped her way up 
the dark, narrow stairway, until emerging into the bright 
moonlight, she stood directly beneath the American banner, 
waving so gracefully in the night wind. "It's a clevet 
enough device," she said, gazing rather admiringly at It. 
** And I'd let it be if I s'posed I could sleep a wink j but I 
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can't. It's worse for my nerves than strong green tea, and 
m not lie awake for all the Yankee flags in Christendom f 
BO saying, the resolute little woman tugged at the qoDt- 
frame until she loosened it from its fastenings, and them 
started to return. 

But, alas I the way was narrow and dark, the banner waa 
large and cumbersome, while the lady that bore it was ner- 
vous and weak. It is not strange, then, that Maggie, who 
slept at no great distance, was awakened by a tremendons 
crash, as of some one falling the entire length of the tower 
stairs, while a yoice, frightened and faint, called out, " Help 
me, Margaret, do I I am dead I I know I am P 

Striking a light, Maggie hurried to the spot, while her 
merry laugh aroused the servants, who came together in a 
body. Stretched upon the floor, with one foot thrust 
entirely through the banner, which was folded about her 
60 that the quilt-frame lay directly upon her bosom, was 
Mrs. Jeffrey, the broad frill of her cap standing up erect, 
and herself asserting with every breath that '^ she was dead 
and buried, she knew she was." 

'' Wrapped in a winding sheet. 111 admit," said Maggie, 
" but noj^ quite dead, I trust ;" and putting down her light, 
she attempted to extricate her governess, who contmued to 
apologize for what she had done. '' Not that I cared so 
much about your celebrating America ; but I couldn't sleep 
with the thing over my head ; I was going to put it back in 
the morning before you were up. There 1 there 1 careful I 
It's broken short off I" she screamed, as Maggie tried to re- 
lease her foot from the rent in the linen sheet, a rent which 
the frightened womai persisted in saying, " she could dam 
as good as new," while at the same time she implored of 
Maggie to handle carefully her ankle, which had beea 
S|Hrained by the fall. 
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Maggie's recent experience in broken bones bad made ber 
qoite an adept, and taking the slight form of Mrs. Jefifrey it 
her arms, she carried her back to her room, where growing 
more quiet, the old lady told her how she happened to fall, 
saying, " she never thought of stumbling, until she fancied 
that Washington and all his regiment were after her, and 
when she turned her head to see, she lost her footing, and 
fell. 

Forcing back her merriment, which in spite of herself 
would occasionally burst forth, Maggie made her teacher aa 
comfortable as possible, and then staid with her until morn- 
ing, when, leaving her in charge of a servant, she went be- 
low to say farewell to her guests. Between George Doug- 
las and Theo, there were a few low spoken words, she 
granting him permission to write, while he promised to visit 
her again in the early autumn. He had not yet talked to 
her of love, for Rose Warner had still a home in his heart, 
and she must be dislodged ere another could take her place. 
But his affection for her was growing gradually less. Theo 
suited him well, her family suited him better, and when at 
parting he took her hand in his, he resolved to ask her for 
it, when next he came to Hillsdale. 

Meanwhile, between Henry Warner and Maggie there 
was a far more affectionate farewell, he whispering to her 
of a time not far distant, when he would claim her as his 
own, and she should go with him. He would write to her 
every week, he said, and Rose should write, too. He would 
see her in a few days, and tell her of his engagement, which 
bo knew would please her. 

" Let me send her a line," said Maggie, and on a tiny 
sheet of paper, she wrote, " Dear Rose : Are you willing 
I should be your sister, Maggie ?" 

Half an hour later, and Hagar Warren, coming through 
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tho garden gate, looked after the carriage which bore th« 
gentlemen to the depot, mattering to herself, " I'm glad th« 
high backs have gone. A good riddance to them both." . 

In her disorderly chamber, too, Mrs. Jeffrey hobbled on 
one foot to the window, where, with a deep sigh of relief, 
she sent after the yonng men a not very complimentary 
adioa, which was echoed in part by the servants below; 
while Thco, on the piazza, exclaimed against "the lonesome 
old honse; which was never so lonesome before," aiid Ma^* 
gie seated herself apoa the stairs and cried I 
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CHAPTER IX, 
ROSE WARNER. 

NEflnruED among the tall old trees which skirt the borders 
of Leominster village, was the bird's-nest of a cottage', which 
Rose Warner called her home, and which, with its wealth of 
roses, its trailing vines and flowering shrubs, seemed fitted 
for the abode of one like her. Slight as a child twelve sum- 
mers old, and fair as the white pond lily, when first to the 
morning sua it unfolds its delicate petals, she seemed too 
frail for earth, and both her aunt and he whom she called 
brother, watched carfefullj lest the cold north wind should 
blow too rudely on the golden curls, which shaded her child- 
ish brow. Very, very beautiful was little Rose, and yet 
few ever looked upon her without a feeling of sadness ; for 
in the deep blue of her eyes, there was a mournful, dreamy 
look, as if the shadow of some great sorrow were resting 
thus early upon her. 

And Rose Warner had a sorrow, too, a grief which none 
save one had ever suspected. To him it had^come with the 
words, " I cannot be your wife, for I love another ; one who 
will never know how dear he is to me." 

The words were involuntarily spoken, and George Doug* 
las, looking down upon her, guessed rightly that he " who 
would never know how much he was beloved," was Henry 
War^ier, To her the knowledge that Henry was something 
dearer than a brother had come slowly, filling her heart 
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with pain, for she well knew that whether he clasped her to 
bis bosom, as he often did, or pressed his lips npoii her brow, 
he thought of her onlj as a brother thinks of a beautiful 
and idolized sister. It had heretofore been some consolation 
to know that his affections were untrammelled with thought! 
of another, that she alone was the object of his love, and 
hope had sometimes faintly whispered of what perchance 
might be ; but from that dream she was waking now, and 
her face grew whiter still, as there came to her from time 
to time letters fraught with praises of Mcurgaret Miller ; and 
if in Rose Warner's nature, there had been a particle of bit- 
terness, it would have been called forth toward one who, 
she foresaw, would be her rival. But Rose knew no malice, 
and she felt that she would sooner die than do aught to mar 
the happiness of Maggie Miller. 

For nearly two weeks she had not heard from Henry, and 
she was beginning to feel very anxious, when one morning, 
two or three days succeeding the memorable Hillsdale cele< 
bration, as she sat in a small arbor so thickly overgrown with 
the Michigan rose as to render her invisible at a little dis- 
tance, she was startled by hearing him call her name, as he 
came in quest of her down the garden walk. The next mo- 
ment he held her in his arms, kissing her forehead, her lips, 
her cheek ; then holding her off, he looked to see if there 
had been in her aught of change since last they met. 

" You are paler than you were, Rose darling," he said, 
" and your eyes look as if they had of late been used to tears. 
What is it dearest ? What troubles you ?" 

Rose could not answer immediately, for his sudden coming 
liad taken away her breath, and as he saw a faint blush 
stealing over her face, he continued, " Can it be my littlt 
Bister has been falling in love during my absence ?" 

Never before had he spoken to her thus ; but a changf 
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had come over him, his heart was full of a beautiful image^ 
and faucyiog Bose might Iiave followed his example, he 
asked her the question he did, without, however, expecting 
or receiying a definite answer. 

'* I am so lonely, Henry, when you are gone and do not 
write to me I" she said ; and in the tones of her voice, there 
was a slight reproof which Henry felt keenly. 

He had been so engrossed with Maggie Miller, and the 
free joyous life he led in the Hillsdale woods, that for a time 
he had neglected Bose, who, in his absence, depended so 
much on his letters for comfort. 

." I have been very selfish, I know," he said ; ** but I was 
so happy, that for a time I forgot everything save Maggie 
Miller/' 

An involuntary shudder ran through Bose's slender form ; 
bat conquering her emotion, she answered calmly. ** What 
of this Maggie Miller ? Tell me of her, will you V 

Winding his arm around her waist, and drawing her 
closely to his side, Henry Warner rested her head upon hia 
bosom, where it had often lain, and smoothing her golden 
curls, told her of Maggie Miller, of her queenly beauty, of 
her dashing, independent spirit ; her frank, ingenuous manner; 
her kindness of heart, and last of all, bending very low, lest 
the vine leaves and the fair blossoms of the rose should 
hear, he told her of his love, and Bose, the fairest flower of 
aU which bloomed around that bower, clasped he^ hand upon 
h^r heart, lest he should see its wild throbbings, and forc- 
ing back the tears which moistened her long eyelashes, list- 
ened to the koell of all her hopes. Henceforth her love for 
him must be an idle mockery, and the time would come, 
when to love him as she loved him then, would be a sin, a 
wrong to herself, a wrong to him, and a wrong to Maggiff 
UUler. 
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'' Ton are sarely not asleep/' he said at last, as she made 
him no reply, and bending forward, he saw the tear dropa 
resting on her cheek. "Not asleep, bntiiweptfi^/" he ex- 
claimed. " What is it, darling ? What troubles yon P 
And lifting up her head, Rose Warren answered, "I waa 
thinking how this new love of yours would take you from me 
and I should be alone." 

" No, not alone," he said, wiping her tears away. " Mag* 
gie and I have arranged that matter. You are to liye with 
as, and instead of losing me, you are to gain another— 
a sister. Rose. You have often wished you had one, 
and you could surely find none worthier than Maggie 
MUler.'' 

" Will she watch over you^ Henry ? Will she be to you 
what your wife should be ?" asked Rose ; and Henry 
answered, "She is not at all like you, my little sister. She 
relies implicitly upon my judgment ; so you see I shall need 
your blessed influence all the same, to make me what your 
brother and Maggie's husband ought vo be." 

"Did she send me no message ?" asked Rose ; and taking 
oat the tiny note, Henry passed it to her, just as his aunt 
called to him from the house, whither he went, leaving her 
alone. 

There were blinding tears in Rose's eyes as she read the 
few lines, and involuntarily she pressed her lips to the paper, 
which she knew had been touched by Maggie Miller's hands. 

"Jlfy sistar, — sister Maggie," she repeated, and at the 
sound of that name her fast-beating heart grew still, for 
they seemed very sweet to her, those words " my sister,* 
thrilling her with a new and strange emotion, and awaken* 
ing within her a germ of the deep, undying love, she was 
yet. to feel for her who had traced those words, and asked 

be her sister, " I will do right," she thought, " I will 
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eonqner this foolish heart of mine, or break it in the 8tmg> 
gle, and Henry Warner shall never know how sorely it was 
wrung.'' 

The resolution gave her strength, and rising up, she too 
sought the house, where, retiring to her room, she penned a 
hoflty note to Maggie, growing calmer with each word she 
wrote. 

" I grant your request," she said, " and take you for a 
sister well beloved. I had a half-sister once, they say, but 
she died when a little babe. I never looked upon her face, 
and connected with her birth there was too much of sorrow 
and humiliation for me to think much of her, save as of one 
who, under other circumstances, might have been dear to 
me. And yet, as I grow ol(i^r, I often find myself wishing 
she had lived, for my father's blood was in her veins. But 
I do not even know where her grave was made, for we only 
heard one winter morning, years ago, that she was dead, 
with the mother who bore her. Forgive me, Maggie dear, 
for saying so much about that little child. Thoughts of 
yon, who are to be my sister, make me think of her, who, 
had she lived, would have been a young lady now, nearly 
your own age. So in the place of Aer, whom, knowing, I. 
would have loved, I adopt yon, fiweet Maggie Miller, my 
sister and my friend. May heaven's choicest blessings rest 
on you forever, and no shadow come between you and the 
one you have chosen for your husband. To my partial eyes 
he is worthy of you, Maggie, royal in bearing and queenly 
in form though you be, and that you may be happy with 
him will be the daily prayer of * Rose.'" 

The letter was finished, and Rose gave it to her brother, 
who^ after its perusal, kissed her saying, ** It is Ti^ht^ xsi") 
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darling. I will send it to-morrow with mine ; and now foi 
a ride. I will see what a little exercise can do for joo. I 
do not like the color of yonr face." 

Bnt neither the fragrant sammer air, nor yet the presence 
of Henry Warner, who tarried seyeral days, coald roose 
the drooping Rose ; and when at last she was left alone^ 
she sought her bed, where for many weeks she hovered be* 
tween life and death, while her brother and her annt hang 
oyer her pillow, and Maggie, from her woodland home, sent 
many an anxious inquiry and message of love to the sick 
girl. Id the close atmosphere of his countiog-nKHn, G^rge 
Douglas, too, again battled manfully with his olden love, 
listening each day to hear that she was dead. But not thas 
early was Hose to die, and with the waning summer days 
she came slowly back to life.^ More beautiful than ever, 
because more ethereal and fair, she walked the earth like 
one who, having struggled with a mighty sorrow, had won 
the victory at last ; and Henry Warner, when he looked on 
her sweet, placid face, and listened to her voice as she made 
plans for the future, when " Maggie would be his wife,* 
dreamed not of the grave hidden in the deep recesses of 
her heart, where grew no flower of hope or semblamw of 
earthly joy. 

Thus little know mankind of each other 1 
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CHAPTER X 

* 

IZPBOTBD OUSSTS. 

Oh the Hillsdale hills the October san was shioiLg, and 
the forest trees were donning their robes of scarlet and 
brown, when again the old stone house presented an air of 
jojons expectancy. The lai^e, dark parlors were thrown 
open, the best chambers were aired, the bright, aatnmnal 
flowers were gathered and in tastefully arranged bouquets 
adorned the mantels, while Theo and Maggie, in their best 
attire, flitted uneasily from room to room, rnnniog sometimes 
to the gate to look down the grassy road, which led from 
the highway, and again mounting the tower stairs to obtain 
a more extended yiew. 

In her pleasant apartment, where last we left her with a 
sprained ankle, Mrs. Jeffrey, too, fidgeted about, half sym- 
pathizing with her pupils in their happiness, and half re- 
gretting the cause of that happiness, which was the ezpect* 
ed arriyal of George Douglas and Henry Warner, who, 
true to their promise, were coming again " to try for a 
week the Hillsdale air, and retrieve their character as fast 
young men.** So, at least, they told Mrs. Jeffrey, who, 
mindful of her exploit with the banner and wishing to make 
some amends, met them alone on the threshold, M&g^e hav 
ing at the last moment ran awa^, while Theo sat in a state 
of dignified perturbation upon the sofa. 
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A few days prior to their arrival, letters had been receiyed 
from Madam Conway, saying she should probably remain in 
England two or three weeks longer, and thas the house was 
again clear to the young men, who, forgetting to retrieve 
their characters, fairly outdid all they had done before. The 
weather was remarkably clear and bracing, and the greater 
part of each day was spent in the open air, either in fishing, 
riding, or hunting ; Maggie teaching Henry Warner how to 
ride and leap, while he in turn taught her to shoot a bird 
upon the wing, until the pupil was equal to her master 1 In 
these out-door excursions George Douglas and Theo did 
not always join, for he had something to say, which he 
would rather tell her in the silent parlor, and which, when 
told, furnished food for many a quiet conversation ; so 
Henry and Maggie rode oftentimes alone ; and old Hagar, 
when she saw them dashing past her door, Maggie usually 
taking the lead, would shake her head and mutter to herself 
' 'Twill never do — that match. He ought to hold her back, 
instead of leading her on. I wish Madam Conway vmUd 
come home and end it." 

Mrs. Jeffrey wished so too, as night after night her slum* 
bers were disturbed by the sounds of merriment which came 
up to her from the parlor bfelow, where the young people 
were " enjoying themselves," as Maggie said, when reproved 
for the noisy revel. The day previous to the one set for 
their departure chanced to be Henry Warner's twenty-seventh 
birth-day, and this Maggie resolved to honor with an extra 
supper, which was served at an unusually late hour in the 
dining-room, the door of which opened out upon a closely 
latticed piazza. 

" 1 wish- we could think of something new to do," said 
Maggie as she presided at the table, ''something real funny/' 
then, as her eyes fell upon the dark piazza, where a single 
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Ogfat was burning dimlj ; sbeexclaimed, *' Why can't we 
get ap tableaax f There are heaps of the queerest clothes in 
the big oaken chest in the garret. The servants can be 
andience, and they need some recreation I" 

The suggestion was at once approved, and in half an 
hour's time the floor was strewn with garments of every con* 
conceivable fashion, from long stockings and small-clothea 
to scarlet cloaks and gored skirts, the latter of which were 
immediately donned by Henry Warner, to the infinite de- 
light of the servants, who enjoyed seeing the grotesque cos* 
tnmes, even if they did not exactly understand what the 
tableaux were intended to represent. The banner, too, was 
brought out, and after bearing a conspicuous part in the per- 
formance, was placed at the end of the dining-room, where 
it would be the first thing visible to a person opening the 
door opposite. At a late hour tlie servants retired, and 
then George Il|^nglas, who took kindly to the luscious old 
wine, which Maggie again had brought from her grand- 
mother's choicest store, filled a goblet to the brim, and 
pledging first the health of the young girls, drank to " the 
old lady across the water," with whose goods they were 
thus making free 1 

Henry Warner rarely tasted wine, for though miles away 
from Rose, her influence was around him — so, filling his 
glass with water, he, too, drank to the wish that " the lady 
across the sea would remain there yet awhile, or at all events 
not stumble upon us to-night I" 

** Whatlf she should 1" thought Maggie, glancing around 
at the different articles scattered all over the floor, and 
laughing as she saw in fancy her grandmother's look of dis- 
may, should she by any possible chance obtain a view of the 
room, where perfect order and quiet had been wont to reign. 

But the good lady was undoubtedly taking her mornini^ 
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nap on the shores of old England. There was no danger to 
be apprehended from her unexpected arrival, they thought ; 
and just as the clock struck one, the young men sought their 
rooms, greatly to the relief of Mrs. Jeffrey, who in her long 
Light robes, with streaming candle in hand, had more than 
a dozen times leaned oyer the banister, wondering ** if the 
carouse would ever end." 

It did end at last, and tired and sleepy, Theo went 
directly to her chamber, while Maggie staid below, thinking 
to arrange matters a little, for their guests were to leave on 
the first train, and she had ordered an early breakfieust. 
But it was a hopeless task, the putting of that room to 
rights ; and trusting much to the good nature of the house- 
keeper, she finally gave it up and went to bed, forgetting in 
her drowsiness to fasten the outer door, or yet to cztmgiiidi 
ttie lamp which burned upon the side-board. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

UKIZPBGTED OUXSTfl. 

At the ddigbtfal country seat of Arthur Carrollton, Ma*- 
dam Gonwaj had passed many pleasant days, and was folly 
intending to while away seyeral more, when an unexpected 
summons from his father made it necessary for the young 
man to go immediately to London, and as an American 
steamer was about to leave the port of Liverpool, Madam 
Conway determined to start for home at once. Accordingly 
she wrote for Anna Jeffrey, whom she had promised to take 
with her, to me^t her in Liverpool, and a few days previous 
to the arrival of George Douglas and Henry Warner at 
Hillsdale, the two ladies embarked with an endless variety 
of luggage, to say nothing of Miss Anna's guitar-case, bird- 
cage and favorite lap-dog " Lottie " 

Once fairly on the sea. Madam Conway became exceed- 
ingly impatient and disagreeable, complaining both of fare 
and speed, and at length came on deck one morning with 
the firm belief that something dreadful had happened to 
Maggie 1 She was dangerously sick, she knew, for never . 
but once before had she been visited with a like presenti* 
ment, and that was just before her daughter iied. Then it 
came to her just as this had done, in her sleep, and very 
nervously the lady paced the vessel's deck, counting the 
days as they passed, and almost weepmf^ lot V^] "vV^^^ \i^ 

U 
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Boston was II dght. Immediatelj after landinj?, she madt 
ioqairies as to when the next train passing Hillsdale station 
wonid leare the citj, and thongh it was midnight, sha 
resolved at all hazards to go on, for if Mag^e were really 
ill, there was no time to be lost 1 

Accordingly, when at four o'clock am, Maggie, who 
was partially awake, heard ia the distanoe the shrill screaa 
of the engine, as the night express thundered through the 
town, she little dreamed of the boxes, bmidles, tranks and 
bags, which lined the platform of Hillsdale station, nor yet 
of the resolate womaa in brown, who persevered until a rode 
one horae wagon was foond in which to transport herself and 
her baggage to the old stone hoose. The driver of the Tchi* 
cle in which, under ordinary drcnmstances, Madam Conwaj 
woold have scorned to nde, was a long, lean, half-witted 
fellow, utterly unfitted for his business. Still, he managed 
quite well until they turned into the grassy by-road, and 
Madam Conway saw through the darkness the light which 
Maggie had inadvertently left within the dining-room 1 

There was no longer a shadow of uncertainty ; " Marga- 
ret was dead,'' and the lank Tim was ordered to drive 
faster, or the excited woman, perched on one of her travel- 
ling trunks, would be obliged to foot it 1 A few vigoroua 
strokes of the whip set the sorrel horse into a canter, and as 
the night was dark, and the road wound round among the 
trees, it is not at all surprising that Madam Conway, with 
her eye still on the beacon lights found hersdf seated rather 
unceremoniously in the midst of a bnuk Aeap^ her goods and 
chattels rolling promiscuously around her, while lying acroM 
a log, her right hand clutching at the bird-cage, and her 
left grasping the shaggy hide of Lottie, who yelled most 
furiously, was Anna Jeffrey, half blioded with mnd, and bit- 
terly denouncing American drivers and Yankee roads I To 
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gather tbemselves together was not an easy matter, bat the 
kn pieces were at last all told, and then, holding up her 
skirts, bedraggled with dew, Madam Conway resumed her 
seat in the wagon, which was this time driven in safety to 
her door. Giving orders for her numerous boxes to be 
safely bestowed, she hastened forward and soon stood apOB 
the threshold. 

" Great Heaven P' she exclaimed, starting backward 80 
suddenly that she trod upon the foot of Lottie, who agaiu 
sent forth an outcry, which Anna Jeffrey managed to choke 
down. " Is this bedlam or what ?" and stepping out upon 
the piazza, she looked to see if the blundering driver had 
made a mistake. But no, it was the same old grey stone 
hous3 she had left some months before ; and again pressing 
boldly forward, she took the lamp from the side-board and 
commenced to reconnoitre. " My mother's wedding dress, 
as I live ! and her scarlet broadcloth, too I" she cried, hold* 
ing to view the garments which Henry Warner had thrown 
upon the arm of the long settee. A turban or cushion, 
which she recognized as belonging to her grandmother, next 
caught her view, together with the small-clothes of her sire. 

" The entire contents of the oaken chestp she continued, in a 
tone far from being calm and cool. " What can have hap- 
pened I It's some of that crazy Hagar's work, I know. 

ril have her put in the" but whatever the evil was 

which threatened Hagar Warren, it was not defined by 
words, for at that moment the indignant lady caught sight 
of an empty bottle, which she instantly recognized as having 
held her very oldest, choicest wine. " The Lord help me P 
she cried, " I've been rohhed f^ and grasping the bottle by 
the neck, she leaned up against the banner which she had 
not yet descried. 

"In the name of wonder^ whaVa this?^ di^ ^xassiX 
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•creamed, as the full blaze of the lamp fell i^poa the fla^ 
reyeallog the trath at ouce, and partially stopping hef 
breath. 

Robbery was nothmg to inKolt, and forgetting entlrdy the 
wine, she gasped, " siars and strijpa in this house 1 In the 
)lM)nse of my grandfather, as loyal a sabject as King Georgs 
eyer boasted I What can Margaret be doing to suffer s 
thing like this r 

A few steps farther on, and Margaret herself might hare 
been seen peering out into the darkened upper hall, and 
listening anxiously to her grandmother's yoice. The sound 
of the rattling old wagon had aronsed her, and eorioos to 
know who was stirring at this early hoar, she had cantiously 
opened her window, which overlooked the piazza, and to her 
great dismay, had reqognized her grandmother as she gave 
orders concerning her baggage. Flying back to her room, 
she awoke her sister, who, springing up in bed, whispered 
faintly, '< WiU she kill as dead, Maggie 7 Will she kUl oa 
dead ?" 

'' Pshaw I no," answered Maggie, her own courage rising 
with Theo's fears. '' She'll hare to scold a spell, I suppose^ 
bat I can coax her, I know 1" 

By this time the old lady was asoending the stairs, and 
closing the door, Maggie applied her eye to the key-hole, 
luitening breathlessly for what might follow. Oec^'ge Doug* 
las and Henry Warner occupied separate rooms, and their 
boots were now standing outside their doors, ready iot the 
chore boy, Jim, who thus earned a quarter every day 
Stumbling first upon the pair belonging to George Douglas, 
the lady took them up, ejaculating, " Boots I boots ! Yes^ 
mtiCs hoots, as I'm a living woman ! The like was nevef 
seen by me before in this halL Another fair /" she conth> 
atd, as ber eye (ell on thoad of^ Heury Warner. '' Another 
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pair, Mid in the best chamber, too i What will come next F 
Ajid setting down her light, she wiped the drops of perspira* 
tion from her foce, at the same time looking aronnd ki 
some alarm, lest the owners of said boots shonld eoon 
forth. 

Joit at that moment Mrs. Jeffrey appeared. Alarmed by 
the nnnsnal noise, and fancying the yoang ^ntlemen might 
be robbiog the honse, ad a farewell perfbrmance, she had 
donned a calico wrapper, and tying a black sflk handker- 
ehief OTer her cap, had taken her scissors, the only weapon 
of defence she conld find, and thus equipped for battle, she 
had sallied forth. She was prepared for borglars — nay, she 
wonld not have been disappointed, had she fonnd the 
young men busily engaged in remoying the ponderous 
furniture from their rooms ; but the sight of Madam Con- 
way, at that unseasonable hour, was wholly unexpected, 
and in her fright she dropped the lamp which she had light- 
ed in place of her candle, and which was broken in ffag» 
ments, deln^ng the carpet with oil, and eliciting a fresh 
groan from Madam Conway. 

" J^rey, Jeffrey f she gasped, " what kave you done V* 

** Great goodness P ejaculated Mrs. Jeffrey, remembering 
her adventure when once before she left her room in the night. 
''I certainly am the most unfortunate of mortals. Catch me 
out of bed again, let what will happen ;" and turning, she 
was about to leaye the hall, when Madam Conway, anxious 
to know what had been done, called her back, saying raUier 
indignantly, " Fd like to know whose house I am in V 

** A body would suppose 'twas Miss Margaret's, the way 
she's conducted," answered Mrs. Jeffrey ; and Madam Coni 
way continued, pointing to the booU, " Who have we hero f 
These are not Margaret's, surely 7" 

"No, ma'am, they belong to the young men, who have 
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turned the house topsj-torrej, with their tableaux, theii 
Resolution celebration, their banner, and earoudng geiie< 
rally," si^d Mrs. Jeffrey, rather pleased than otherwise at 
belAg the first to tell the news. 

" Young men P^ repeated Madam Conway, " what young 
inei f Where did they come from, and why are they here?^ 

" They are Douglas^ Warner^'' said Mrs. Jeffrey, " two 
as big scapegraces as there are this side of Old Bailey— 
that's iJDkat they are. They came £rom Worcester,* and if 
Pye any discernment, they are after four girls, and your 
gkls are after themJ' 

" After my girls / After Maggie ! It can't be possible I" 
gasped Madam Conway, thinking of Arthur CarroUton. 

" It's the very truth, though," returned Mrs. Jeffrey. 
" Henry Warner, who, in my opinion, is the worst of the 
two, got to chasing Margaret in the woods, as long ago as 
last April; she jumped Gritty across the gorge, and he, 
like a fool, jumped after, breaking his leg " 

''Pity it hadn't been his neck," interrupted Madam 
Conway, and Mrs. Jeffrey continued, " Of course he was 
brought here, and Margaret took care of him. After a 
while, his comrade Douglas came out, and of all the caron« 
sals you ever thought of, I reckon they had the worst. 
'Twas the 4th of July, and if you'll believe it, they made a 
banner, and Maggie planted it herself on the housetop. 
They went off next morning ; but now they've come again, 
and last night the row beat all. I never got a wink of 
sleep till after two o'clock." 

Here, entirely out of breath, the old lady paused, and going 
to her room, brought out a basin of water and a towel, with 
which she tried to wipe off the oil. But Madam Conway 
paid little heed to the spoiled carpet, so engrossed was she 
with what she had heard. 
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■* Fm astoiiisbed at Margaret's want of discretion/' said 
•he, " and I depended so much npon her, too." 

" I always knew you were deceived by her," said Mrs, 
Jeffirey, still bending over the oil ; " bat it wasn't for me 
to say so, for you are blinded towards that girl. She's got 
some of the queerest notions, and then she's so high strung. 
She wont listen to reason. But I did my country good 
seryice once. I went up in the dead of night> to take down 
the«flag, and I don't regret it either, ev&d if it did pitch me 
trO the bottom of the stairs, and sprained iny ankle." 

"Served yon right," interposed Madam Conway, who, 
not at a)L pleased at hearing Margaret thus censured, now 
turned the full force of her wrath upon the poor little gov* 
erness, blaming her for having suffered such proceedings. 
" What did Margaret and Theo know, young things as they 
were ? and what was Mrs. Jeffrey there for if not to keep 
them circumspect I But instead of doing this, she had un- 
doubtedly encouraged them in their folly, and then charged 
it upon Margaret." 

It was in vain that the greatly distressed and astonished 
lady protested her innocence, pleading her sleepless nights 
and lame ankle as proofs of having done her duty ; Madam 
Conway would not listen. " Somebody was of course to 
blame," and as it is a long established rule, that a part of 
every teacher's duty is to be responsible for the faults of the 
pupils, so Madam Conway now continued to chide Mrs. 
Jeffrey as the prime mover of everything, until that lady, 
overwhelmed with the sense of injustice done her, left 
the oil and retired to her room, saying as she closed the 
door, **I was never so injured in all my life — never, to think 
that after all my trouble she should charge it to me ! It 
will break my heart, I know. Where shall I go for comfort 
or restV^ 
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could not be foand in Bctxter^s Saints AeH, Itiiiis BOt b j bef 
to be foand at all ; and ^tting down bjr tbe window ih the 
grey dawn of the morning, she strove to draw cotnfort; ttcm 
the words of the good divine, bnt in rain. It had never 
failed her before ; bat nevet befoi^ had she been ^o deeply 
injored, and closing the vdnme at last^ sh« paided t&er floor it 
a very pertnrbed statfe of mind. 

Meantime, Madaift Conway had soaght bet gta&ddaagftt^^i 
chamber, where Theo in her Mght had taken rel^ige oikder 
the bed, whil^ Maggie feigned a deep, souiid sleepv A few 
vigoroos shakes, however, aroused her, when ^atly to the 
amazement of her grandmother, she boirst into a merry lau§^, 
and winding her arms around the highly scandalixed lady's 
neck, said, " Forgive me, grandma, I've been awake ever &dhco 
you came home. I did not mean to leave the dining-room 
in such disorder, but I was so tired, and we had such fun— ^ 
hear me out," she continued, laying her hand over the moath 
of her grandmother, who attempted to speak ; "Mrs. Jeff- 
rey told you how Mr. Warner broke his leg, and was brought 
here. He is a real nice young man, and so is Mr. Doagla^ 
who came out to see him. They are partners in the firm of 
Douglas & Co. Worcester." 

"Henry Warner is nothing but the Co. though, Mr. 
Douglas owns the store, and is worth two hundred thousand 
dollars I" cried a smothered voice from under the bed ; and 
Theo emerged into view, with a feather or two ornamenting 
her hair, and herself looking a little uneasy and fright* 
ened. 

The 200,000 dollars produced a magical effect npfon the 
old lady, exonerating Oeorge Douglas at once from all 
blame. But towards Henry Warner she was not thos 
lenient ; for, cowardllke, Theo charged him with having sag' 
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fested eyerything, 6ven to the catting up of the led coat 
for a banner I 

*• What 1" fairly screamed Madam Conway, who in her 
hasty glance at the flag, had not observed the material, 
" not taken my grandfather's coai for a banner I" 

" Yes, he did," said Theo, " and Maggie cut up your blae 
catin bodice for stars^ and took one of your fine linen sheets 
for the foundation." 

" The wretch 1" exclaimed Madam Conway, stamping her 
foot in her wrath, and thinking only of Henry Warner. 
'' 111 turn him from my door instantly. My blue satin bodice, 
indeed I" 

** Twas I, grandma — 'twas I," interrupted Maggie, look- 
ing reproachfully at Theo. ** Twas I, who cut up the bod- 
ice. I, who brought down the scarlet coat." 

"And I didn't do a thing but look on," said Theo. " I 
knew you'd be angry, and I tried to make Maggie behave 
but she wouldn't." 

** I don't know as it is anything to you what Maggie does, 
and I think it would look quite as well in yon, to take part 
of the blame yourself. Instead of putting it all upon your 
sister," was Madam Conway's reply ; and feeling almost as 
deeply injured as Mrs. Jeffrey herself, Theo began to cry, 
while, Maggie with a few masterly strokes, succeeded in so 
far appeasing the anger of her grandmother, that the good 
iady consented for the young gentlemen to stay to break- 
fast, saying, though, that ** they should decamp immediate- 
ily after, and never darken her doors again." 

" But Mr. Douglas is rich,'^ sobbed Theo from behind he? 
pocket handkerchief, " immensely rich and of a very aristo* 
cratic family, I'm sure, else where did he get hia money f " 

This remark was timely, and when, fifteen minutes later, 
Mbdam Conway was presented to the gentlemen in the hall, 

13* 
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her manner was far more gracloos towards George Donglai 
than it was towards Henrj Warner, to whom she merely 
nodded, deigning no answer whatever to his polite apology 
for having made himself so much at home in bcr house. 
The expression of his mouth was as usual against him, and 
fancying he intended adding insult to injury by laughing in 
her face^ she coolly turned her back upon him ere he had 
finished speaking, and walked down stairs, leaving him to 
wind up his speech with "an old she dragon /" 

By this time both the sun and the servants had arisen, 
the former shining into the disorderly dining-room, and dis- 
closing to the latter the weary jaded Anna, who, whiia 
Madam Conway was exploring the house, had thrown he^ 
self upon the lounge, and had fallen asleep. 

" Who is she, and where did she come from V was anx- 
iously inquired, and they were about going in qnest of Mar- 
garet, when their mistress appeared suddenly in their midst, 
and their noisy demonstrations of joyful surprise awoke the 
sleeping girl, who, rubbing her red eyelids, asked for her 
annt, and why she did not come to meet her. 

" She has been a little excited, and forgot you, perhaps,** 
answered Madam Conway, at the same time bidding one 
of the servants to show the young lady to Mrs. Jeffrey's 
room. 

The good lady had recovered her composure somewhat, 
and was just wondering why her niece did not come with 
]{[adam Conway as had been arranged, when Anna appear- 
ed, and in her delight at once more beholding a child of her 
only sister, and her husband's brother, she forgot in a mca* 
Bure how injured she had felt. Ere long the breakfast bell 
rang ; but Anna declared herself too weary to go down, 
and as Mrs. Jeffrey felt that she could not yet meet Madam 
Conway face to face, they both remained in their rooiD| 
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Anna again falling awaj to sleep, while her annt grown more 
calm, sought, and this time found, comfort in her favorite 
rolnme. Very cool, indeed, was that breakfast, partaken in 
almost unbroken silence below. The toast was cold, the 
steak was cold, the coffee was cold, and frosty as an iciclo 
was the lady who sat where the merry Maggie had hereto 
Tore presided. Scarcely a ^ord was spoken by any one ; 
but in the laughing eyes of Maggie there was a world of fnu, 
to which the mischievous mouth of Henry Warner responded, 
by a curl exceedingly annoying to his stately hostess, who, 
in passing him his coffee, turned her head in another dirco- 
tiou lest she should be too civil ! 

Breakfast being over, George Douglas, who began to 
understand Madam Conway tolerably well, asked of her a 
private interview, which was granted, when he conciliated 
her first by apologizing for anything ungentlemanly he might 
bave done in her house, and startled her next by asking for 
Iheo, as his wife. 

" You can," said he, " easily ascertain my character and 
standing in Worcester, where for the last ten years I have 
been known first as clerk, then as junior partner, and finally 
as proprietor of the large establishment which I now con* 
duct." ^ 

Madam Conway was at first too much astonished to speak. 
Had it been Maggie for whofn he asked, the matter would 
have been decided at once, for Muggie was her pei, ker pridef • 
the intended bride of Arthur Carrollton ; but Theo was a 
different creature altogether, and though the Conway blood 
fiowing in her veins entitled her to much consideration, she 
was neither showy nor brilliant, and if she could marry 
200,000 dollars, even though it were America/ii coin, she 
would perhaps be doing quite as well as could be expected I 
So Madam Conway replied at last, that *' she would ooi> 
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iider the matter, and if she fonnd that Theo^ fe^f&giB WM 
fdllj enlisted, she wonld perhaps return a fl&yorable anew^ 
** I know the firm of Donglas & Go. by reputation,'' said she^ 
'< and I know it to be a wealthy firm ; bat with me, foMf kl 
qnite as important as money." 

" My family, madam, are certainly respectable/' intermix 
ted George Douglas, a deep flash oveiispreading his ftoe. 

He was indignant at her presaming to qaestioa hifl 
respectability, Madam Conway thonght, and so she hastened 
to appease him, by saying, '' Certainly, I hare no doobt oif 
it There are marks by which I can alww^ tell.'' 

George Douglas bowed low to the far-seeitig iady, white a 
train of thought, not altogether complimentary to her dis* 
cernment in this case, passed through his mibd. 

Not thus lenient would Madam Conway have been to- 
wards Henry Warner, had he presumed to ask her th&t 
morning for Maggie, but he knew better than to broach the 
subject then. " He would write to her," he said, immedl* 
ately after his return to Worcester, and in the meantime, 
Maggie, if she saw proper, was to prepare her ^ndmother 
for it by herself announcing the engagement This, and 
much more he said to Maggie, as they sat together in the 
library, so much absorbed in each other as not to observe 
the approach of Madam Conway, who entered the door just 
in time to see Henry Warner with his arm around Maggie's 
waist. She was a wotnan of bitter prejudices, and had coo* 
ceiTcd a violent dislike for Henry, not only on account of 
the stars and stKpes, but because she read to ^ certain 
extent the true state of affairs. Her suspicions wene now 
confirmed, and rapidly crossing the floor, she coDfh>uted 
him, saying, " let my grand-daughter alone, young man, both 
ftow, and forever." 

Something of Hagar's fiery sf^rit flashed fr<:>m Magj^d'li 
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dark ejes, bnt forcing down her anger, she answered half 
earnestly, half playfully, " I am nearly old en >agh, grandma, 
to decide that matter for myself." 

A fierce expression of scorn passed over Madam Conway's 
face, and harsh words might have ensued had not the car« 
riage at that moment been announced. Wringing Maggie's 
liand, Henry arose and left the room, followed by the indig- 
nant lady, who would willingly have suffered him to walk, 
but thinking 200,000 dollars quite too much money to go 
on foot, she had ordered her carriage, and both the senior 
$M junior partner of DouglaiB & Go. were ere long riding a 
Meond time away from the old hoose by the lailL 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE WATERS ARE TROUBLEl). 

** Geakdma wishes to see yoa, Maggie, in her room," said 
Theo to her sister one morning, three days after the depar* 
tore of their guests. 

"Wishes to see me! For whs^t?" asked Maggie; and 
Theo answered, " I don't know, nnless it is to talk with 
you about Arthur Carrollton,*' 

" Arthur Carrolton 1" repeated Maggie. " Much good it 
will do her to talk to me of him. I hate the very sound of 
his name;" and rising, she walked slowly to her grandmother's 
room, where in her stiff brown satin dress, her golden 
spectacles planted firmly upon her nose, and the Valencien- 
nes border of her cap shading but not concealing the de- 
termined look on her face. Madam Conway sat erect in her 
high backed chair, with an open letter upon her lap. 

It was froni' Henry, Maggie knew his handwriting in a 
moment, and there was another, too, for her ; but she was 
too proud to ask for it, and seating herself by the window, 
she waited for her grandmother to break the silence, which 
the did ere long as follows : 

*' I have just received a letter from that Warner, asking 
me to sanction an engagement which he says exists between 
bfw^elf and yon. Is it true ? Are you engaged to him?" 

r am,*' answered Maggie, playing nervously with tht 
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tassel of her wrapper, and wondering why Henry had written 
80 soon, before she had prepared the way by a little judi 
sioas coaxing. 

" Well then," continued Madam Conway, " the sooner it 
is broken the better. I am astonished that yon should stoop 
to such an act, and I hope you are not in earnest." 

'' But lam^^ answered Maggie, and in the same cold, decid* 
ed manner, her grandmother continued : '' Then nothing 
remains for me, but to forbid your having any communica- 
tion whateyer with one whose conduct in my house has been 
80 unpardonably rude and vulgar. You will never marry him, . 
Margaret, never I Nay, I would sooner see you dead than 
the wife of that low, mean, impertinent fellow." 

In the large dark eyes there was a gleam decidedly 
Hagaaish as Maggie arose, and standing before her grand- 
mother, made answer : ''You must not, in my presence, 
speak thus of Henry Warner. He is neither low, mean, vnl« 
gar, nor impertinent. You are prejudiced against him, be- 
cause yon think him comparatively poor, and because he 
has dared to look at me, who have yet to understand why 
the fact of my being a Conwcuy, makes me any better. I 
have promised to be Henry Warner's wife, and Mai:garet 
Miller never yet has broken her word." 

*' But in this instance y&u, tri/Z," said Madam Conway, now 
thoroughly aroused. " I will never suffer it; and to prove I 
am in earnest, I will here, before your face, burn the letter 
he has presumed to send you ; and this I will do to any 
others which may cftme to you from him." 

Maggie offered no remonstrance ; but the fire of a volcano 
burned within, as she watched the letter blackening upon 
the coals ; and when next her eyes met those of her grand* 
mother, there was in them a fierce, determined look, which 
prompted that lady at once to change her tactics, and try 
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the power of persuasion, rather than of force. Felgnmg a 
smile, she said, " What ails yoa, child ? Tod look to me 
like Hagar. It was wrong in me, perhaps, to torn your 
letter, and had I reflected a moment, I might not hare 
done it ; bnt I cannot suffer jou to receire any more. I 
have other prospects in riew for you, and hare only waited a 
favorable opportunity to tell yon what they are. Sit down 
by me, Margaret, while I talk with you on the subject." 

The burning of her letter had affected Margaret strangely, 
and with a benumbed feeling at her heart, she sat down 
without a word, and listened patiently to praises long and 
praises loud of Arthur Garrollton, who Was described as 
being every way desirable, both as a ftiend and a husband. 
"His father, the elder Mr. CarroUton, was an intimate 
friend of my husband," said Madam Conway, "and widies 
our families to be more closely united, by a marriage be* 
tween you and his son Arthur, who is rather fastidious in 
his taste, and though twenty -eight years old, has never yet 
seen a face which suited him. But he is pleased with you, 
Maggie. He liked your picture, imperfect as it is, and he 
liked the tone of your letters, which I read to him. They 
were so original, he said, so much like what he fancied you 
to be. He has a splendid country seat, and more than one 
nobleman's daughter would gladly share it with him ; but I 
think he fancies pou. He has a large estate near Montreal, 
and some difficulty connected with it will ere long bring Lim 
to America. Of course he will visit here, and with a little 
tact on your part, you can, I'm sure, setiure one of the best 
matches in England. He is fine looking, too. I have hia 
daguerreotype," and opening her work-box, she drew ft 
forth, and held it before Maggie, who resolutely shut her 
eyes, lest she should see the face of one she was so deter 
mined to dislike 



THB WATSR3 ABX f EOUBLED. 101 

''What do jon think of himV Asked Madam Couiraj, 
i8 h6r arm began to ache, and Maggie had not yet spoken. 

** I haTeii't looked at him," answered Maggie, **I hat« 
him, and if he comes here after me. Til tell him eo, too. I 
kat6 ISsxk bManse be is an Englishmaiu I hate him because 
he is iurtstoeratio. I hate him for er^thing, and before I 
marrjr hitti 111 mn away P 

H€^, whofiy orereome, Maggid burst into tears, and pre- 
cipitately left th0 rdom. An honr lata*, and Hagar, eittlngf 
by her fire, which the coolness of the day rendered neoes* 
Bftry, was startled by the abmpt entrance of Maggie, who, 
throwing herself npon the floor, and bnrying her face In the 
old woman's lap, sobbed bitterly. 

'« What is it, child 1 What is it, darling V asked Hagar ; 
ftnd in a few words Maggie explained the whole. '' She 
was persecuted, dnadfWy persecuted. Nobody before erer 
had so much trouble as she. Grandma had burned a letter 
from Henry Warner, and would not give it to her. Grand* 
ma said, too, she should never marry him, should nerer 
write to him, nor see anything he might tend to her. Oh, 
Hagar, Hagar, isn't it cruel ?'' and the eyes, whose wrath* 
fill, defiant expression was now quenched in tears, looked 
up in Hagar's face for sympathy. 

The right chord was touched, and much as Hagar might 
hare disliked Henry Warner, she was his fast friend now. 
Her mistress's opposition and Magj^e's tears had wrought a 
change, and henceforth all her energies should be given to 
the adTancement of the young couple's cause. 

" I can manage it," she said, smoothing the long silken 
tresses Which lay in disorder upon her lap. " Richland post 
office is only four miles from here ; I can walk double that 
distance easy.. Your grandmother never thinks of going 
tbere^ neither am I known to any one in that neighborhood 
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Write jour letter to Henrj Warner, and before the sm 
goes down, it shall be safe in the letter box. He oan write 
to the same place, but he had better direct to me, as your 
aame might excite saspicioo.^' 

This plan seemed perfectly feasible ; bat it stmck Maggie 
Qnpleasantly. She bad never attemp)bed to deceive in her 
life, and she shrunk from the first deception. She. woold 
rather^ she said, try again to win her grandmotiber's cons^t 
Bat this she found iaipossible. Madam Gob way was deter* 
lainedy and wonld not listen. 

" It grieved her sorely,'^ she said, " ihm to cross her favoip* 
ite child, whom she loved better than her life ; but 'twas for 
her good, and must be done." 

So she wrote n cold, and rather insnltlng letter to Henry 
Warner, bidding him, as she had once done before, " let her 
grand-daughter alone," and saying ^* it was useless for him 
to attempt anything secret, for Maggie wonld be closely 
watched, the moment there were indications of a clandes> 
tine correspondence." 

This letter, which was read to Magaret, destroyed all 
hope, and still she wavered, uncertain whether it would be 
right to deceive her grandmother. But while she was yet 
undecided, Hagar's fingers, of late unused to the pen, traced 
a few lines to Henry Warner, who acting at once upon her 
suggestion, wrote to Margaret a letter, which he directed to 
'* Hagar Warren, Richland." 

In it he urged so many reasons why Maggie should avail 
herself of this opportunity for communicating with him, that 
she yielded at last, and regularly each week, old Hagar 
toiled through sunshine and through storm to the Richland 
post office, feeling amply repaid for her trouble, when she saw 
the bright expectant face which almost always greeted her 
return. Occasionally, by way of lulling the suspicions of 
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Madam Gonwaj, H^rj would direct a letter to Hillsdale, 
Knowing fall well it woold never meet the eyes of Margaret| 
over whom, for the time being, a sf^ had been set, in the 
person of Anna 3tKt%j. 

This young lady, thongh bat little connected with oni 
storjy may perhaps deserve a brief notice Older thaiv 
either Theo or Margaret, she was neither remarkable for 
beauty or talent Dark haired, dark eyed, dark browed, 
and as the servants said, "dark in her disposition," she was 
naturally envious t>f those whose rank in life entitled them 
to. more attention ^an she was herself accustomed to re« 
ceive. For this reason, Maggie Miller had from the first 
been to her an object of dislike, and she was well pleased 
when Madam Oonway, after enjoining upon her the strict- 
est secrecy, appointed her to watch that young lady, and see 
that no letter was ever carried by her to the post office which 
Madam Conway had not first examined. In the snaky 
eyes there was a look of exaltation, as Anna Jeffrey pro- 
mised to be faithful to her trust, and for a time she became 
literally Maggie Miller's shadow, following her here, follow- 
ing Iter there, and following her everywhere, until Maggie 
complained so bitterly of the annoyance, that Madam Con- 
way at last, feeling tolerably sure that no counterplot 
was intended, revoked her orders, and bade Anna Jeffrey 
leave Margaret free to do as she pleased. 

Thus relieved from espionage, Maggie became a little 
more like herself, though a sense of the injustice done her 
by her grandmother, together with the deception she knew 
she was practising, wore upon her ; and the servants at 
their work listened in vain for the merry laugh they had 
loved so well to hear. In the present state of Margaret's 
feelings, Madam Conway deemed it prudent to say nothing 
of Arthur CarroUton, whose name was never mentioned 
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Bare by Theo and Anna, the latter of whom had seen him ta 
Bnglandy and was nerer so well pleased as when taUdog rf 
his fine country seat, his splendid park, his handsome horsei^ 
and last, though not least, of himself. " He was,'' she said| 
'^ without exception, the most elegant and aristocratic yoiuig 
man she had ever seen ;" and then for more than an boor, she 
would entertain Theo with a repetition of the many ftgrea* 
able things he had said to her during the one diay she had 
spent at his house, while Madam Oonway Was Tiaitiiig 
there. 

In perfect indifference, Maggie, who Was frequently pres- 
ent, would listen to these stories, sometimes listlessly turn- 
ing the leaves of a book, and again smiling scornfully as she 
thought how impossible it was that the fastidious Arthur 
OarroUton should have been at all pleased with a girl like 
Anna Jeffrey ; and positive as Maggie was that she haUi 
him, she insensibly began to feel a very slight degree of in* 
terest in him, ** at least, she would like to know how he 
looked ;" and one day when her grandmother and Theo 
were riding, she stole cautiously to the box where she knew 
his picture lay, and taking it out, looked to see, ''If he Vere 
so very fine looking." 

" Yeshtwas,^^ Maggie acknowledged that ; and. sure that 
she hated him terribly, she lingered long over that picture^ 
admiring the classically shaped head, the finely cut mouth, 
and more than all the large dark eyes which seemed so full 
of goodness and truth. '' Pshaw 1" she exclaimed, at last^ 
restoring the picture to its place, " If Henry were only a 
little taller, and had as handsome eyes, he'd be a great deal 
better looking. Any way, I like him, and I hatt Arthur 
OarroUton, who I know is domineering, and would try to 
make me mind. He has asked for my daguerreotype^ 
Cprandma says, one which looks as I do now. I'll send it 
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toQ/' and flfae barst into a loud laugh at the novel idea whick 
bad crossed her mind. 

That day when Madam Conwaj returned from her ride, 
she iras surprised at Maggie's proposing that Theo and her* 
adf should hare their likenesses taken for Arthur CarroU- 
Umr 

'^ If he wants my picture,^ said she, " I am willing he 
■h^ hare it It ia all he'll ever get." 

Delighted at tUs unexpected concession, Madam Oonwaj 
gave her consent, and the next afternoon found Theo and 
Maggie at the daguerrean gallery in EUllsdale, where the lat* 
ter a^x)nished both her sister and the artist by declaring her 
intention of not only sitting with her bonnet and shawl on ; 
bat also of turning her back to the instrument ! It was in 
Tain that Theo remonstrated 1 ^* That position or none,'' 
she said ; and the picture was accordingly taken, presenting 
a ¥:ei7 correct likeness when finished, of a bownet, a veil, and 
a skoMl, beneath which Maggie Miller was supposed to be. 

Strange as it may seem, this freak struck Madam Conway 
&vorably. Arthur Garrollton knew that Maggie was unlike 
any other person, and the joke, she thought, would increase 
rather than diminish the interest he already felt in her. So she 
made no objection, and in a few days it was on its way to 
England, tc^ther with a lock of Hagar's snow white hair, 
which Maggie had coaxed from the old lady, and unknown 
to her grandmother, placed in the casing at the last mo- 
ment.' 

. ScTeral weeks passed away, and then there came an answer 
—a letter so full of wit and humor that Maggie confessed 
to heri^lf that he must be very clever to write so many 
shrewd things, and be withal so perfectly refined. Accom* 
panying the package, was a small rosewood box, containing 
a most exquisite little pin made of Hagar's frosty Ka.\T^^a^\ 
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richlj ornamented with gold. Not a word was written con 
cerning it, and as Maggie kept her own coansel, both Thtti 
and her grandmother marrelled greatly, admiring its beauty 
and wondering for whom it was intended. 

" For me, of course," said Madam Conwaj. " The hair 
is Lady Carrolltoii's, Arthur's grandmother. I know it by itf 
soft silky look. She has sent it as a token of respect, for 
she was always fond of me f and going to the glass, 
she yery complacently ornamented her Honiton collar with 
Hagar's hair, while Mi^gie, bursting with fan, beat a hasty 
retreat from the room, lest she shonld betray herself. 

Thus the winter passed away, and early in the spring, 
Oeorge Douglas, to whom Madam Conway had long ago 
sent a faforable answer, came to yisit his betrothed, bring- 
ing to Maggie a note from Kose, who had once or twice 
sent messages in Henry's letters. She was in Worcester 
now, and her health was very delicate. " Sometimes," she 
wrote, " I fear I shall never see you, Maggie Miller — shall 
never look into your beautifal face, or listen to your voice ; 
but whether in heaven or on earth I am first to meet with 
yon, my heart claims you as a sister, the one whom of all the 
sisters in the world I would rather call my own." 

** Darling Eose 1" murmured Maggie, pressing the deli- 
cately traced lines to her lips, " how near she seems to me I 
nearer almost than Theo ;" and then involuntarily her 
thoughts went backward to the night when Henry Warner 
first told her of bis love, and when in her dreams there had 
been a strange blending together of herself, of Bose^ and 
the little grave beneath the pine 1 

But not yet was that veil of mystery to be lifted. Hagar'ii 
secret must be kept a little longer, and unsuspicious of the 
truth, Maggie Miller must dreanl on of sweet Kose Wameri 
whom she hopes one day to call her sister I 
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There was also a message from Henry, and this George 
Douglas delivered in secret, for he did not care to displease 
his grandmother elect, who, viewing him through a golden 
setting, thought he was not to be equalled by any one in 
ionerica. "So gentlemanly," she said, "and so modest, 
too,'* basing her last conclusion upon his evident unwilling- 
ness to say very much of himself or his family. Concerning 
the latter she had questioned him in vain, eliciting nothing 
save the fact that they lived in the country several miles 
from Worcester, that his father always staid at home, and 
consequently his mother went but little into society. 

" Despises the vulgar herd, I dare say," thought Madam 
Conway, contemplating the pleasure she should undoubtedly 
. derive from an acquaintance with Mrs. Douglas, senior I 

" There was a sister, too," he said, and at this announce- 
ment Theo opened wide her blue eyes, asking her name, and 
" why he had never mentioned her before." 

" I call her Jenny," said he, coloring slightly, and add- 
ing playfully, as he caressed Theo's smooth, round cheek, 
" wives do not usually like their husband's sisters." 

"But I shall likeA^r, I know," said Theo. "She has a 
beautiful name, Jenny Douglas — much prettier than Rom 
Warner, about whom Maggie talks to me so much." 

A gathering frown on her grandmother's face warned 
Theo that she had touched upon a forbidden subject, and 
as Mr. Douglas manifested no desire to continue the conver- 
sation, it ceased for a time, Theo wishing " she could see 
Jenny Douglas," and George wondering what she would 
oay when she did see her I 

For a few days longer he lingered, and ere his return, it 
was arranged that early in July, Theo should be his bride. 
On the morning of his departure, as he stood upon the steps 
alone with Madam Conway, she said, " I tliUiV.l ^^^ "^^ 
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npon yon, Mr. Dooglas, not to curry either letter, note, m 
message from Maggie to that yeiiDg Warner. Vyq tattiUL 
den him mj hoose, and I mean what I say.'' 

'* I assure yon, madam, she has not asked me to carry 
either/' answered George ; who, thoagh he knew perfectly 
well of the secret correspondence, had kept it to himself 
'' Yon mistake Mr. Warner, I think," he ccmtinoed, alter 
a moment. '^I have known him long and esteem him 
highly." 

'' Tastes differ," returned Madam Conway, coldly. ** No 
man of good breeding would presume to cut up my grand* 
father's coat, or drink up my best wine." 

" He intended no disrespect, Fm sure," ansirered (Jeorge. 
" He only wanted a little /«n with the stars and stripes.* 

"It was fun for which he will pay most dearly though," 
answered Madam Conway, as she bade Mr. Douglas good 
bye ; then walking back to the parlor, she continued speak- 
ing to herself, " Stars and stripes P* 111 teach him to 
cut up my blue bodice for fun. 1 woukin't gi^e him Kargami 
if his life depended upon it ;" and sitting down she wrote to 
Arthur Carrollton, asking if he really intended Tidticf 
America, and when. • 
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CHAPTER XHL 

SOCIETT. 

During the remainder of the spring, matters at the old 
stone house proceeded about as usual, Mag writing regular^ 
ly to Henry, who as regularly answered, while old Hagar 
managed ro adroitly, that no one suspected the secret corres- 
pondence, and Madam Conway began to hope her grand* 
daughter had forgotten the foolish fancy. Arthur Carrollton 
had replied that his visit to America, though sure to take 
place, was postponed indefinitely, and so the good lady had 
nothing, In particular, with which to busy herself, save the 
preparations for Theo's wedding, which was to take place 
near the first of July. 

Though setting a high yalue upon money, Madam Conway 
was not penurious, and the bridal trousseau far exceeded 
anything which Theo had expected. As the young couple 
were not to keep house for a time, a most elegant suite of 
rooms had been selected in a fashionable hotel ; and deter- 
mining that Theo should, not, in point of dress, be rivalled 
by any of her fellow-boarders. Madam Conway spared 
neither time nor money in making the outfit perfect. So, 
for weeks, the old stone house presented a scene of great 
confusion. Chairs, tables, lounges and piano, were piled 
with finery, on which Anna Jeffrey worked indnstrionslyy 
assisted sometimes by her aunt, whom Madam Conway ^to 

14 
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Dounced altogether too snperannuated for a goyemess, and 
who, though really an excellent scholar, was herself far bet- 
ter pleased with muslin robes and satin bows, than with 
French idioms and Latin yerbs. Perfectly delighted, Mag 
joined in the general excitement, wondering occasionally 
fffheUf and where her own bridal would be. Once she Ten' 
tured to ask if Henry Warner and his sister might be 
invited to Theo's wedding ; but Madfta Conway answered 
80 decidedly in the negative, that she gave it np, consoling 
herself with thinking that she would sometime visit her sis- 
ter, and see Henry, m spite of her grandmother. 

The marriage was very quiet, for Madam Conway bad no 
acquaintance, and the family alone witnessed the ceremony. 
At first Madam Conway had hoped that Mr. and Mrs. 
Douglas, senior, together with their daughter Jenny, would 
be present, and she had accordingly requested Oeorge to 
invite them, feeling greatly disappointed when she learned 
that they could not come. 

" I wanted so much to see them,'' she said to Mag, ** and 
know whether they are worthy to be related to the Gonways 
— but of course they are, as much so as any American 
family. George has every appearance of refinement and 
high-breeding." 

"But his family, for all that, may be as ignorant, as 
farmer Canfield's," answered Mag ; to which her grand- 
mother replied, " you needn't tell me that, for Pm not to be 
deceived in such matters. I can tell at a glance if a person 
is Umhorn, no matter what their education or advantages 
may have been. — Who's that?" she added, quickly and 
turning round she saw old Hagar, her eyes lighted np, and 
her lips moving with an incoherent sound, not easily nndef" 
stood. , 

Hagar liad come op to the wedding, and had reached tbf 
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loor of Madam Conway's room just in time to hear the last 
remark, which roused her at once. 

" Why dou't she discover my secret^ then,'' she mattered, 
" if she has so much discernment ? Why don't she see the 
Uagar blood in her ? for it's there, plain as day ;" and she 
glanced proudly at Mag, who, in her simple robe of white 
was far more beautiful than the bride. 

And still Theo, in her handsome travelling dress, was very 
fair to look upon, and George Douglas felt proud, that she 
was his, resolving, as he kissed away the tears she shed at 
parting, that the vow he had just made should never be bro 
ken. A few weeks of pleasant travel westward, and then 
the newly-wedded pair came back to what, for a time, was 
to be their homo. 

(Jeorge Douglas was highly respected in Worcester, both 
as a mac of honor and Ht man of wealth ; consequently, 
every possible attention was paid to Theo, who was petted 
and admired, until she began to wonder why neither Mag, 
nor yet her all-discerning grandmother, had discovered how 
charming and faultless she was I 

Among George's acquaintance, was a Mrs. Morton, a dash- 
ing, fashionable woman, who determined to honor the bride 
with a party, to which all the ilUe of Worcester were in- 
vited, together with many of the Bostonians Madam 
Cbnway and Mag were of course upon the list, and as time- 
ly notice was given them by Theo, Madam Conway went 
twice to Springfield in quest of a suitable dress for Mag. 
'' She wanted something becoming," she said, and a delicate 
rose-colored satin, with a handsome overskirt of lace, was, 
at last, decided upon. 

**She must have some pearls for her hair," thought 
Madam Conway, and when next Maggie, who, girl-like, 
tried the effect of her first party dress at least a dozen times^ 
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stood before the glass to see *' if it were exactly the rigU 
length/' she was presented with the pearls, which Anna J^ 
frej, with a feeling of envj at her heart, arranged in the 
shining braids of her hair. . 

'* Oh, isn't it perfectly splendid 1" cried Mag, herself half 
Inclined to compliment the beautiful image reflected in the 
mirror^ 

" You ought to see Arthur Carrollton's sister, when she 
IS dressed, if you think you look handsome," answered 
Anna, adding that ** diamonds were much more fashionable 
than pearls.^^ 

"You have attended a great many parties and seen a 
great deal of fashion, so I dare say you are right," Mag 
answered, ironically ; and then, as through the open window 
she saw Hagar approaching, she ran out upon the piazza to 
see what the old woman would say. 

Hagar had never seen her thus before, and now, throwing 
up her hands In astonishment, she inyoluntarily dropped 
upon her knees, and while the tears rained over her time- 
worn face, whispered, " Hester's child — my gra/nd^ttghter^^ 
heaven be praised 1" 

** Do I look pretty 7" Margaret asked ; and Hagar ans- 
wered, " More beautiful than any one I ever saw. I wish 
your mother could see you now." 

Involuntarily Maggie glanced at the tall marble gleaming 
through the distant trees, while Hagar's thoughts were 
down in that other grave — the grave beneath the pine. 
The next day was the party, and at an early hour. Madam 
Conway was ready. Her rich purple satin and Valenciennes 
' laces, with which she hoped to impress Mrs. Douglas senior; 
were carefully packed up together with Maggie's dress ; and 
then, shawled and bonneted, she waited impatiently for hef 
carriage', which she preferred to the cars. It came at last^ 
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bat in place of John, the nsnal coachmatt, Mike, a ratbef 
wild youth of twenty, was mounted upon the box. His 
father, he said, had been taken suddenly ill, and had depu- 
ted him to drive. 

For a time Madam Conway hesitated, for she knew Mike's 
one great failing, and she hardly dared risk herself with him, 
lest she should find a scat less desirable even than the mem- 
orable brush-heap. But Mike protested loudly to having 
joined the "Sons of Temperance" only the night before, 
and as in his new suit of blue, with shining brass buttons, 
he presented a more stylish appearance than his father, his 
mistress finally decided to tiy liim, threatening all mauoer 
of evil if, in any way, he broke his pledge, either to herself 
or the " SonSf" the latter of whom had probably never 
beard of him. He was perfectly sober now, and drove 
them safely to Worcester, where they soon found theniselves 
in Theo's handsome rooms. Her wrappings removed and 
herself snugly ensconced in a velvet-cushioned chair. 
Madam Conway asked, "How long before Mrs. Douglas, 
Benior, would probably arrive," 

A slight shadow, which no one observed, passed over 
Theo's £ac§ as she answered, "Geoi^e's father seldom 
goes into society, and consequently, his mother will not 
come." 

" Oh, I am so sorry," replied Madam Conway, thinking 
of the purple satin, and continuing, " Nor the young lady, 
either ?" 

" None of them," answered Theo, adding hastily, as if to 
change the conversation, ** Isn't my piano perfectly elegant ?' 
and she ran her fingers over an exquisitely carved instru* 
ment, which had inscribed upon it simply " Theo ;" and 
then, as young brides sometimes will, she expatiated upon 
ibe kindness and generosity of George^ showing, withal^ 
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that her love for her husband wan founded upon sometliliig 
&r more substantial than familj or wealth. 

Her own happiness, it would seem, had rendered her kfl 
selfish and more thoughtful for others ; for once that afte^ 
noon, on returning to her room after a brief absence, 8h« 
whispered to Mag that " same one in the parlor below wished 
to see her." 

Then seating herself at her grandmother's feet, she ente^ 
tained her so well with a description of her travels, that 
the good lady failed to observe the absence of Mag, who^ 
face to face with Henrj Warner, was making amends for 
their long separation. Much thej talked of the past, and 
then Henry spoke of the future ; but of this Mag was less 
hopefuL Her grandmother would never consent to their 
marriage, she knew — the stars and siripes had decided that 
matter, even though there were no Arthur Garrollton across 
the sea, and Mag sighed despondinglj as she thought of the 
long years of single-blessedness in store for her. 

** There is but one alternative left then," said Henry. 
" If your grandmother refuses her consent altogether, I must 
take yon without her consent." 

" I shan't run away," said Mag ; " I shall iive an old 
maid, and you must live an old bachelor, until grandma"—— 

She did not have time to finish the sentence ere Henry 
commenced unfolding the following plan :-^ 

" It was necessary," he said, " for either him or Mr. Doug- 
las to go to Cuba ; and, as Hose's health made a change of 
climate advisable for her, (reorge had proposed to him to 
go, and take his sister there for the winter. And, Maggie,* 
ho continued, "will you go, too ? We are to sail the middle 
of October, stopping for a few weeks in Florida, until the 
unhealthy season in Havana is passed. I will see your 
grandmother to-morrow mormng — ^will once more honorably 
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Mk her for jonr hand, and if she still refiises, as you think 
she will, it cannot snrelj be wrong in yon to consnlt your 
own happiness instead of her prejudices. I will meet yon at 
old Edgar's cabin at the time appointed. Rose and my 
aunt, who is to accompany her, will be in New York, 
whither we will go immediately. A few moments more and 
you will be my wife, and beyond the control of your grand* 
mother. Do yon approYe my plan, Maggie, darling ? Will 
yoo go.* 

Maggie could not answer him then, for an elopement was 
something from which she instinctively shrank, and with a 
feint hope that her grandmother might consent, she went 
back to her sister's room, where she had not yet been 
missed. Yery rapidly the remainder of the afternoon passed 
away, and at an early hour, wishing to know " exactly how 
she was going to look," Mag commenced her toilet. Theo, 
too, desirons of displaying her white satin as long as possible, 
began to dress; while Madam Conway, in no haste to don 
her purple satin, which was uncomfortably tight, amused 
herself by watching the passers by, nodding at intervals, in 
her chair ^ 

While thus occupied, a perfumed note was brought to her, 
the contents of which elicited from her an exclamation of 
surprise. 

^ Can it be possible r she said; and thrusting the note into 
h«T pocket, she hastily left the room. 

She was gone a long, long time ; and when at last she re- 
tamed, she was evidently much excited, paying no attention 
whatever to Theo, who, in her bridal robes, looked charm 
ingly, but minutely inspecting Mag, to see if in her adorn* 
bgs there was aught out of its place. Her dress was fault- 
less, and she looked so radiantly beautiful, as she stood before 
her grandmother, that the old lady kissed her fondly, 
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whispering, as she did so, " Yon are iudeed 1>eaQtifol.'' It 
was a long time ere Madam Conway commenced her own 
toilet, and then she proceeded so slowly that George 
Douglas became impatient, and she finally suggested that he 
and Theo should go without her, sending the carriage back 
for herself and Mag. Tc this proposition he at last yield- 
ed ; and when they were left alone, Madam Conway greatly 
accelerated her movements, dressing herself in a few momenta^ 
and then, much to Mag's surprise, going below without a 
word of explanation. A few moments only els^ped ere a 
gervant was sent to Mag saying that her presence was de- 
sired at No. 40, a small private parlor, adjoining the pnblio 
drawing-rooms. 

" What can it mean 7 Is it possible that Henry is there?'^ 
Mag, asked herself, as with a beating heart she descended 
the stairs. 

A moment more, and Mag stood on the threshold of No. 
40. Seated up on the sofa was Madam Conway, her parple 
satin seeming to have taken a wide sweep, and her face bo- 
tokening the immense degree of satisfaction she felt in being 
there thus with the stylish, elegant looking stranger who 
stood at her side, with his deep, expressive ^yes fixed upon 
the door expectantly. Maggie knew him in a moment^ 
knew it was Arthur CarroUton ; and, turning pale, she start- 
ed backward, while he advanced forward and offering her 
his hand, looked down upoc her with a winning smile, saying, 
as he did so, " Excuse my familiarity. You are Maggie 
Miller, I am sure." 

For an instant Mag could not reply, but soon recovering 
ner composure, she received the stranger gracefully, and ' 
then taking the chair he politely brought her, she listened 
while her grandmother told that " he had arrived at Mon- 
treal two weeks before ; that he had reached Hillsdale that 
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nunmiiigy an hour or two after their departure, and learning 
their destination, had followed them in the cars ; that ehe 
had taken the liberty of informing Mrs. Morton of his 
arrival, and that lady had of coarse extended to him an 
invitation to be present at her party." 

** Which invitation I accept, provided Miss Maggie allows 
me to be her escort," said the yonng man, and again his 
large, black eyes rested admiringly npon her. 

Mag had anticipated a long, quiet talk with Henry War- 
ner, and, wishing the Englishman anywhere bat there, she 
answered coldly, " I cannot well decline your escort, Mr. 
Carrollton, so of coarse I accept it." 

Madam Conway bit her lip, bat Mr. Carrollton, who was 
prepared for anything from Maggie Miller, was not in the 
least displeased, and, consnlting his diamond-set watch, 
which pointed to nearly ten, he asked " if.it were not time to 
go.'' 

" Certainly," said Madam Conway. " Yoa remain here? 
Maggie ; I will bring down yonr shawl," and she glided 
from the room, leaving them parposely alone. 

Mag was a good deal astonished, slightly embarrassed 
and a little provoked, all of which Arthar Carrollton readily 
saw ; bat this did not prevent his talking to her, and daring 
the few minntes of Madam Conway's absence, he decided 
that neither Margaret's beanty, nor yet her originality, had 
been overrated by her partial grandmother, while Mag, on 
her part, mentally pronoanccd him " the finest looking, the 
most refined, the most gentlemanly, the proudest, and thB 
'oUfvMest man she had ever seen I* 

Wholly unconscions of her cogitation, he wrapped her 
shawl very carefully about her, taking care to cover her 
white shoulders from the night air ; then offering his arm 
to her grandmother, he led the wny to the carriage, whither 

U* 
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fihe followed him, wondering if Henry woald be jealoos, and 
thinking her first act would be to tell him ''how she iatd 
Arthur Carrollton, and always should P 



It was a gay, brilliant scene which Mrs. Morton's draw 
ing-rooms presented, and as yet the centre of attraction, 
Theo, near the door, was bowing to the many strangers who 
Bonght her acquaintance. Greatly she marvelled at the long 
delay of her grandmother and Maggie, and she had jost sag- 
gested to Henry that he should go in quest of them« when 
she saw her sister ascending the stairs. . 

On a sofa across the room, sat a pale, young ^rl, arrayed 
in white, her silken curls falling around her neck like a 
golden shower, and her mournful eyes of blue, scanning 
eagerly each new comer, then with a* look of disappointment 
drooping beneath the long lashes which rested wearily npon 
her colorless cheek. It was Eose Warner, and the face she 
songht was Maggie Miller's. She had seen no semblance of 
it yet, for Henry had no daguerreotype. Still, she felt sore 
she would know it, and when at last, in all her queenly 
beauty, Maggie came, leaning on Arthur Carrollton's arm, 
Hose's heart made ready answer to the oft repeated qaesU(Mi, 
" who is she ?" 

"Beautiful, gloriously beautiful," she whispered adtly, 
while, from the grave of her buried hopes, there came one 
wild heart-throb, one sudden burst of pain caused by tho 
first sight of her rival, and then Rose Warner grew calm 
again, and those who saw the pressure of her hand upon 
her side, dreamed not of the fierce pang within. She had 
asked her brother not to tell Maggie she was to be there. 
She would rather watch her awhile, herself unknown ; and 
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DOW with eager, carious eyes, she followed Maggie, wlio was 
quickly surrounded bj a host of admirers. 

It was Maggie's first introduction into society, and yet, so 
perfect was her intuition of what was proper, that neither 
by word or deed did she do aught to shock the most fastid* 
ions. It is true her merry laugh more than once rang out 
above the din of voices ; but it was so joyous that no ouq 
•bjected, particularly when they looked in her bright and 
almost childish face. Arthur Carroll ton, too, acting as her 
escort, aided her materially, for it was soon whispered 
around that he was a wealthy Englishman, and many were 
the comments made upon the handsome couple, who seemed 
singularly adapted to each other. A glance had convinced 
Arthur CarroUton, that Maggie was by far the most bcauti* 
fal lady present, and feeling that on this, her first introduc- 
tion into society, she needed some one to shield her, as it 
were, from the many foolish, flattering speeches which were 
sure to be made in her hearing, he kppt her at his side, 
where she was nothing loth to stay ; for notwithstanding 
that she ** hated hm to J* there was about him a fascination 
she did not try to resist. 

*' They are a splendid couple," thought Bose, and then she 
looked to see how Henry was affected by the attentions of 
the handsome foreigner. 

But Henry was not jealous^ and standing a little aloof, he 
felt more pleasure than pain in watching Maggie as she re« 
onved the homage of the gay throng. Thoughts similar to 
those of Rose, however, forced themselves upon him as he 
saw the dignified bearing of Mr. CarroUton, and for the first 
lime in his life he was conscious of an uncomfortable feeling 
i€ inferiority to something or somebody, he hardly knew what. 
Xhis feeling, however, passed away when Maggie came at 
hat to his side« with her winning smile, and playful words. 
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Very closely Madam Conway watched her now ; Ur 
Maggie did not heed it, and leamng on Henryls arm, sbt 
seemed oblivions to all save him. After a time, he led her 
out upon a side piazza, where they would be oomparatifelj 
alone. Obserying that she seemed a little chilly, he left 
her for a moment, while he went in quest of her sh&wl. 
^carcely was he gone when a slight, fairy form came flitting 
trough the moonlight to where Maggie sat, and twining itff 
snow white arms around her neck, looked lovingly into her 
eyes, whispering soft and low, " My sister." 

'^My sister f How Maggie's blood bounded at tht 
sound of that name, which even the night wind, signing 
through the trees, seemed to take up and repeat, " My sis- 
ter 1'' What was there in those words thns to affect herf 
Was that fair young creature, who hung so fondly over her, 
naught to her save a common stranger ? Was there no Ue 
oetween them, no bond of sympathy and love ? We ask 
this of you, our reader, and not of Maggie Miller, for to 
her there came no questioning like this. She only knew 
that every pulsation of her heart responded to the name of 
sUster, when breathed by sweet Rose Warner, and folding 
her arms about her, she pillowed the golden head upon her 
bosom, and poshing back the clustering curls, gazed long 
and earnestly into a face which seemed so heavenly and 
pure. 

Few were the words they uttered at .first, for the mystt^ 
riaus, invisible somethifig which prompted each to look into 
the other's eyes, to clasp the other's hands, to kiss tht 
other's lips, and whisper the other's name. 

'^ I have wished so much to see you, to know if you are 
worthy of my noble brother," said Rose at last, thinking * 
she must say SMuethuig on the subject uppermost in boJl 
their minds 
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" And am I worthy 7" askod Maggie, the br^ht blashes 
. itealing over her cheek. " Will yoa let me be your sister?'' 

'' My heart would claim yoa for that, even though I had 
no brother," answered Kose, and again her lips touched 
those of Maggie. « 

Seeing them thus together, Henry tarried purposely a 
long time, and when at last he rejoined them, he proposed 
^ retoming to the drawing-room, where many inquiries were 
making for Maggie. 

** I have looked for you a long time, Miss Maggie," said 
Mr. Carrollton. ** I wish to hear you play," and taking her 
arm in his, he led her to the piano. 

From the moment of her first introduction to him, Maggie 
had felt that there was something commanding in his man- 
gier, something she could not disobey ; and now, though she 
fancied it was impossible to play before that multitude, she 
seated herself mechanically, and while the keys swam before 
her eyes, went through with a difficult piece, which she had 
never but once before executed correctly. 

'' You have done well, much better than I anticipated," 
said Mr. Carrollton, again offering her his arm ; and though 
a little vexed, those few words of commendation were worth 
more, to Maggie than the most flattering speech which 
Qeory Warner had ever made to her. 

Soon after leaving the piano, a young man approached, 
and invited her to waltz. This was something in which 
Maggie excelled ; for two winters before. Madam Oonway 
had hired a teacher to Instruct her grand-daughters in danc- 
ing, and she was about to accept the invitation, when, 
driikwing her arm still closer within his own, Mr. CanoUtoa 
looked down upon her, saying softly, "I wouldn't." 
. Maggie had often waltzed with Henry at home. He saw no 
hann in it« and now whon Arthur Carrollton objected, aht 
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was provoked, while at the same time she felt constrained to 
decline. 

" Sometime, when I know yon better, I will explain to 
f on wky I do not think it proper for yonng girls to walti 
with every one/' said Mr. Carrollton; and leading her from 
the drawing-room, he devoted himself to her for the re- 
mainder of the evening, making himself so perfectly agree* ^ 
able, that Maggie forgot everything, even Henry Warner, 
who in the meantime had tried to recognize Madam Conway 
as an acquaintance. 

A cool nod, however, was all the token of recognition she 
had to give him. This state of feeling angnred ill for the 
snccess of his snit; bnt when at a late honr that night, in 
spite of grandmother or Englishman, he handed Maggie to 
the carriage, he whispered to her softly, ''I will see her to. 
morrow morning, and know the worst.'' 

The words caught the qnick ear of Madame Conway ; 
but not wishing Mr. Carrollton to know there was anything par- 
ticular between her grand-daughter and Henry Wameri she 
said nothing, and when arrived at last at the hotel, she asked 
an explanation, Maggie, who hurried off to bed, was too 
sleepy to give her any answer. 

^'I shall know before long, any way, if he sees me in the 
morning," she thought, as she heard a distant clock strike 
two, and settling her face into the withering frown with 
which she intended to annihilate Henry Warner, the old 
lady was herself| ere long, much faster asleep than the yonng 
girl at her side, who was thinking of Henry Warner, wish- 
ing he was three inches taller, or herself three inches shorter, 
and wondering if his square shoulders would not be some- 
what improved by braces! 

" I never noticed how short and crooked he was,'' she 
thought^ " until I saw him standing by the side of Mr. 
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Oarrollton, who is sach a splendid figure, so tall and straight; 
but big, overgrown girls like me, always get short has* 
bands, they say," and satisfied with this conclusion, she fell 
ufeep. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 
MADAM Conway's disasters. 

At a comparatively early hour Madam Conway aroaei 
and golDg to the parlor, found there Arthur Carrollton, who 
asked if Margaret were not yet np. " Say that I wish 
her to ride with me on horseback," said he. " The morning 
air will do her good;" and quite delighted, Madam Conway 
carried the message to her grand-daughter. 

" Tell him I shan't do it," answered the sleepy Maggie, 
a^'usting herself for another nap. Then, as she thought 
how his eyes probably looked as he said, '' I wish her to 
ride," she felt impelled to obey, and greatly to her grand* 
mother's surprise, she commenced dressing. 

Theo's riding dress was borrowed, and though it did not 
fit her exactly, she looked unusually well, when she met Mr 
Carrollton in the lower hall, and once mounted upon the gay 
steed, and galloping away into the country, she felt more 
than repaid for the loss of her morning slumber. 

" You ride well," said Mr. Carrollton, when at last they 
paused upon the brow of a hill, overlooking the town, '' but 
YOU have some faults, which, with your permission I will 
Cf)rrect," and in the most polite and gentlemanly manner, he 
preceded to speak of a few points wherein her riding might 
be improved. 

Among other things, he said she rode too fast for a lady ; 
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and biting her lip, Maggie thoaght, '* If I onlj bad Qritty 
here, rd lead him sach a race as would either break hia 
bonts or his neck, I'm not particular which/' 

Stilly she. followed his directions implicitly, and wh&, ere 
they reached home, he told her that she excelled many who 
had been for years to riding schools, she felt repaid for his 
criticisms, which she knew were' jnst, even if they were not 
agreeable. Breakfast being over, he announced his iuten^ 
tention of going down to Boston, telling Mag^e he shonld 
probably return that evening and go with her to Hillsdale 
on the morrow. 

Scarcely had he gone when Henry Warner appeared, ask* 
Ing an interview with Madam Conway, who haughtily led 
the way into a private room. Very candidly and honorably 
Henry made known to her his wishes, wherenpon a most 
stormy scene ensued, the lady so far forgetting herself as to 
raise her voice several notes above its usutd pitch, while 
Heury, angered by her insulting words, bade her take the 
consequences of her refusal, hinting that girls had been 
known to marry without their guardian's consent. 

" An elopement, hey ? He threatens me with an elope- 
ment, does he 2" said Madam Conway, as the door closed 
after him. " I am glad he wiamed me in time," and then 
trembling in every limb lest Maggie should be spirited ft way 
before her very eyes, she determined upon going home im- 
mediately, and leaving Arthur Carrollton to follow in the 
cars. 

Accordingly Maggie was bidden to pack her things at 
once, the excited old lady keeping her eye constantly upon 
her to see that she did not disappear through the window 
or some other improbable place. In silence Maggie obeyed, 
pouting the while a very little, partly because she shonld 
not aglun see Henry, partly because she had confidectly ex 
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pected to ride home with Mr. GarroUtoo I and partly be* 
cause she wished to stay to the firemen's master, which bad 
long been talked about, and was to take place on the mor- 
row, ^hey were ready at last, and then in a very perturbed 
state of feeling, Madam Conway waited for her carriage, 
which was not forthcoming, and upon inquiry, George Doug* 
las learned that, having counted upon another day in the 
city, Mike was now going through with a series of phnge 
h(Uhs, by way of sobering himself ere af^aring before his 
mistress. This, however Greorge kept from Madam Conway, 
not wishing to alarm her ; and when, after a time, Mike ap- 
peared, sitting bolt upright upon the box, with the lines 
grasped firmly in his hands, she did not suspect the tmth, 
nor know that he, too, was angry for being thus eompelled 
to go home before he saw the firemen. 

Thinking him sober enough to be perfectly safe, Qeorge 
Douglas felt no fear, and bowing to his new relatives, went 
back to comfort Theo, who, as. a matter of course cried a 
little when the carriage drove away. Worcester was left 
behind, and they were far out in the country ere a word 
was exchanged between Madam Conway and Maggie ; for 
while the latter was pouting behind her veil, the former 
was wondering what possessed Mike to drive into every mt 
and over every stone. 

" Ton, Mike," she exclaimed at last leaning from the win- 
dow. " What ails you ?" 

" Nothing, as I'm a living man," answered Mike, halting 
io suddenly as to jerk the lady backwards and mash the 
erown of her bonnet. 

Straightening herself up, and trying in vain to smooth 
the jam, Madam Conway continued, " In liquor, I know 
I wish I had staid at home ;" but Mike loudly denied the 
charge, declaring ''he had spent the blessed nighf at a 
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meeting of the Sons, where thej passed roand nothing 
stronger than lemons and water, and if the horses chose to 
run off the track, 'twasn't his fanlt — he couldn't help it," 
and with the air of one deeply injured, he again started for- 
ward, turning off ere long into a cross roaff, which, as they 
advanced, grew more stony and rough, while the form- 
houses, as a general thing, presented a far less respectable 
appearance than those on the Hillsdale route. 

" Mike, you villain 1" ejaculated the lady, as they ran 
down into a ditch, ^and she sprang to one side to keep the 
carriage from going over. 

But ere she had time for anything further, one of the azle« 
trees snapped asunder, and to proceed further in their 
present condition was impossible. Alighting from the car- 
rl:vge, and setting her little feet upon the ground with a 
vengeance, Madam Oonway first scolded Mike unmercifully 
for his carelessness, and ncfzt chided Maggie for manifesting 
no more concern. 

"Tou'd as lief go to destruction as not, I do believe I'' 
said she, looking carefully after the bandbox containing her 
purple satin. 

'' I'd rather go there first," answered Maggie, pointing to 
a brown^ old-fashioned farmhouse, about a quarter of a 
mile away. 

At first. Madam CSonway objected, saying she preferred 
ntting on the bank to intruding herself upon 3trangers ; but 
as it was now noon-day, and the warm September sun 
poured fiercely down upon her, she finally concluded to fol* 
low Maggie's advice, and gathering up her box and parasol 
started for the house, which, with its tansy patch on the 
right, and its single poplar tree in front, presented rather 
ao uninviting appearance. 

*' Some vulgar creatures live there, I know. Just heaf 



|S» ]£AGOII HILLEB. 

that old tia horn/' she exclaimed, as a blast, load and shrill 
blown by practised lips, told to the men in a distant field 
that dinner was readj. 

A nearer approach disclosed to view . a slanting roofed 
fiarm-honse, sucif as is often found in New England, with 
high, narrow windows, small panes of glass, and the most 
indispensable paper curtains of blue, closely shading the win* 
dows of what was probably " the best room." In the apart- 
ment opposite, however, they were rolled up, so as to show 
the old-fashioned drapery of dimity, bordered with a netted 
fringe. Half a dozen broken pitchers and pots held gerani- 
ums, verbenas and other plants, while the well kept beds of 
hollyhocks, sunflowers and poppies, indicated a taste for 
flowers in some one. Everything abont the house was 
faultlessly neat. The door-sill was^ scrubbed to a chalky- 
white, while the uncovered floor wore the same polished hue. 

All this Madam Conway saw at a glance, but it did not 
prevent her from holding high her aristocratic skirts, lest 
they should be contaminated, and when, in answer to her 
knock, an odd-looking, peculiarly dressed woman appeared, 
she uttered an exclamation of disgust, and turning to Mag- 
gie, said, " You talk — I can't 1'^ 

But the woman did not fitand at all upon ceremony. 
For the last ten minutes she had been watching the stran- 
gers as they toiled over the sandy road, and when sure they 
were coming there, had retreated intd her bed-room, donning 
a flaming red calico, which, guiltless of hoops, clung . to her 
tenaciously, showing her form to good advantage, and reus* 
ing at once the risibles of Maggie. A black lace cap, orna* 
mented with ribbons of the same fanciful color as the dresa, 
adorned her head ; and with a dozen or more pins in her 
mouth, she now appeared, hooking her sleeve and smooth 
ing down the black ooUar upon her neck* 
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In a few words, Moggie explained to her their misfortune, 
And asked permission to tarry there until the carnage wafi 
repaired, 

" Certing, certing/' answered the woman, courtesying 
almost to the floor. " Walk right in, if yoiP can git in. It'i 
my cheese day, or I should have been cleared away sooner. 
Here Betsey Jane, yon have prinked long enough ; come 
and hist the winders in t'other room, and wing 'em off, so 
the ladies can set in there out of this dirty place," then 
turning to Madam Conway, who was Industriously freeing 
her French kids from the sand they had accumulated dur- 
ing her walk, she continued. '' Haye some of my shoes to 
rest your feet a spell ;" and diving into a recess or closet she 
brought forth a pair of slippers large enough to hold both of 
Madam Conway's feet at once. 

With a haughty frown the lady declined the offer, while 
Maggie looked on in delight, pleased with an adventure which 
promised so much fun. After a moment, Betsey Jane ap» 
peared, attired in a dress similar to that of her mother, for 
whose lank appearance she made ample amends in .the won- 
derful expansion of her robes, which minus gather or fold at 
the bottom, set out like a miniature tent, upsetting at once 
the band-box which Madam Conway had placed upon a 
chair, and which, with its contents, rolled promiscuously 
over the floor 1 

"Betsey Jane! How can yon wear them abominable 
things I" exclaimed the distressed woman, stooping to pick 
op the purple satin which had tumbled out. 

A look from the more fashionable daughter, as with a 

swinging sweep she passed on into the parlor, silenced the 

* mother on the subject of hoops, and thinking her guests must 

necessarily be thirsty after their walk, she brought them a 

pitcher of water, asking if '* they'd chuse it clear, or with a 
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little ginger and molasses,'' at the same time calling to Bet 
Bej Jane to know if them windows was wwi^ off I 

The answer was in the affirmative, wherenpon the ladies 
were invited to enter, which they did the more willingly, as 
1)) rough the open door they had canght glimpses of what 
proved to be a very handsome Brussels carpet, which io 
that room seemed a little ont of place, as did the sofa, and 
handsome hair-cloth rocking chair. In this last Madam 
Conway seated herself, while Maggie reclined upon a lounge, 
wondering at the difference in the various articles of furni- 
ture, some of which were quite expensive, while others were 
of the most common kind. 

"Who can they be? She looks like some one I have 
seen," said Maggie as Betsey Jane left the room. " I tnean 
to ask their names ;" but this her grandmother would not suf- 
fer. '' It was too much like familiarity," she said, " and 
she did not believe in putting one's self on a level with such 
people." 

Another loud blast from the horn was blown, for the bust- 
ling woman of the house was evidently getting uneasy, and 
ere long three or four men appeared, washing themselves 
from the spout of the pump, and wiping upon a coarse towel, 
which hung upon a roller near the back door. 

" I shan't eat at the same table with those creatures,^ 
said Madam Conway, feeling intuitively that she would be 
invited to dinner. 

" Why, grandma, yes you will, if she asks you to," an- 
swered Maggie. '' Only think how kind they are to us pe^ 
feet strangers 1" 

What else she might have said was prevented by the en* 
trance of Betsey Jane, who informed them that " dinner wai 
ready ;" and with a mental groan, as she thought how she 
was about to be martyred, Madam Conway followed her to 
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lb« diDiDg-room, where a plain substantial farmer's meal 
was spread. Standing at the head of the table, with her 
good-hnmored face all in a glow, was the hostess, who 
pointing Madam Conway to a chair, said, '' Now set right 
bj, and make yonrselves to hnm. Mebby I orto have set the 
table over, and I gaess I shonld if I had anything fit to eat. 
Be yoa fond of biled victuals T* and taking it for granted 
ihey were, she loaded both Madam Conway's and Maggie's 
plate with every variety of vegetables used in the prepara- 
tion of the dish known everywhere as '' boiled victuals." 

By this time the men had ranged themselves in respect- 
ful silence upon the opposite side of the table, each stealing 
au admiring though modest glance at Maggie ; for the mas- 
eolme heart, whether it beat beneath a homespun Arock or 
coat of finest cloth, is alike susceptible to glowing, youthful 
beauty like that of Maggie Miller. The head of the house 
Was absent — " had gone to town with a load of wood," so 
his spouse informed £he ladies, at the same time pouring out 
a cup of tea, which she said she had tried io make strong 
enough to bear up an egg. " Betsey Jane," she continued, 
easting a deprecating glance, first at the blue sugar bowl 
and then at her daughter, " what possessed you to put on 
this brown sugar, when I told yon to get crush ? — Have 
some of the apple sass? it's new — ^made this morning. 
Dew have some," she continued as Madam Conway shook 
her head. " Mebby it's better than it looks. Scem's ef you 
wasn't goin' to eat nothin'. Betsey Jane, now you're up 
after the crush, fetch them china sassers for the cowcum* 
bers. Like enough she'll eat some of them." 

But affecting a headache, Madam Conway declined every« 
thing, save the green tea and a Boston cracker, which, at 
the first mention of headache, the distressed woman had 
hrooght her. Suddenly remembering Mike, who having 



fixed the carriage, was fksi asleep on a wheelbanev 
imder the wood-shed, she exdaimed, '*For the land of 
massT, if I hain't forgot that joai^ gentkman ! Cki^ Wit 
liaiii and call him this mmote. Are yoa sick at your sto- 
mach V she asked, taming to Madam Oonwaj, who, at the 
thonghU of eating with her dnmken coachman^ had uttered 
aa exclamation of disgust. " Go, Betsej Jane, and fetch 
the camphire, quick P 

Bat Madam Gonwaj did not need the camphor, and ao 
she said, adding that Mike was better where he was. Mike 
thought so too, and refused to come, whereupon the woman 
insisted that he most. ''There was room enough," she 
said, ** and no kind of sense in Betsey Jane's taking up the 
hull side of the table with them ratans. She could «fiei 
nearer the young lady." 

" GertaiQly," answered Maggie, anxious to see how the 
raians would manage to squeeze in between herself and the 
table4^, as they would have to do if they came an inch 
nearer. 

This feat conld not be done, and in attempting it Bet- 
sey Jane upset Maggie's tea upon her handsome travelling 
dress, eliciting from her mother the exclamation, " BeUeg 
Ja/M Douglas, you alios was the blunderiu'est girl P^ 

This little accident diverted the woman's mind from Mike^ 
while Madam Conway, starting at the name of Douglas^ 
thought to herself, *' Douglas I — Douglas 1 I did not sup> 
pcse 'twas so common a name. But then it don't hurt 
George any, having these creatures bear his name." 

Dinner being over, Madam Conway and Maggie returned 
to the parlor, where, while the former resomed her chair, 
(ho latter amused herself by exntnining the books and odd« 
k>oking daguerreotypes which lay upon the table. 

" Oh, graMvuMiT P^ she almost screamed, boundiiif tf 
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that lady's side, " as I live, here's a picture of Theo and 
George Douglas taken together,'' and she held np a hand- 
some casing before the astonished old lady, who donning her 
golden spectacles in a twinkling saw for herself that what 
Maggie said was true. 

" Thej stole it," she gasped. " We are in a den of thieves! 
Who knows what they'll take from my bandbox ?" and she 
was about to leave the room, when Maggie, whose quick 
mind saw farther ahead, bade her stop. 

** I may discover something more," said she, and takmg a 
handsomely bound volume of Lamb, she turned to the fly- 
leaf, and read, " Jenny Dougi^is, from her brother George, 
Worcester, Jan. 8th." 

It was plain to her now; but any mortification she might 
otherwise have experienced was lost in the one absorbing 
thought, " What vnll gra/ndma say ?" 

** Grandmother," said she, showing the book, " don't you 
remember the mother of that girl called her Betsey Jam 
Dotbglas ?" 

'' Yes, yes," gasped Madam Conway, raising both hands, 
while an expression of deep, intense anxiety was visible 
upon her face. 

" And don't you know, too," contirued Maggie, " that 

George always seemed inclined to say as little as possible 

f his parents ? Now, in this country, it is not unusual for 

lie sons of just such people as these to be among the most 

realthy and respectable citizens." 

" Maggie, Maggie," hoarsely whispered Madam Conway, 

(^rasping Maggie's arm, " do you mean to insinuate — am I 

to understand that you believe that odious woman and 

hideous girl to be the mother and sister of George Doug* 

las?" 

*^ I haven't a doubt of it^" answered Maggie. '' 'T^«a^\2ut 
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resemblance between Betsey Jane and George, wnich 1 
observed at first." 

Oat of her chair to the floor tumbled Madam Conway, 
fainting entirely away, while Maggie, stepping to the door, 
called for help. 

" I mistrusted she was awful sick at dinner," said Mrs. 
Douglas, taking her hands from the dishwater, and running 
to the parlor. " I wish she'd smelt of the camphor, as I 
wanted her to. Does she have such spells often ?" 

By this time Betsey Jane had brought a basin of water, 
which she dashed in the face of the unconscious woman, who 
soon began to revive. 

" Pennyryal tea'll settle her stomach quicker'n anything 
else," said Mrs. Douglas. " I'll clap a little right on the 
stove;" and helping Madam Conway to the sofa, she left the 
room. 

"There may possibly be a mistake, after all," thought 
Maggie. " I'll question the girl," and turning to Betsey 
Jane, she said, taking up the book which had before 
attracted her attention, " Is this, Jenny Douglas, intended 
for you ?" 

"Yes, ma'am," answered the girl, coloring slightly. 
" Brother George calls me Jenny, because he thinks Bei^ 
BO old fashioned." 

An audible groan from the sofa, and Maggie continued, 
" Where does your brother live ?" 

"In Worcester, ma'am. He keeps a store there," 
answered Betsey, who was going to say more, when her 
mother refiutering the room, took up the conversation by 
saying, "Was you tellin' 'em about George WashmgUml 
Wal, he's a boy no mother need to be ashamed on, tLoagii 
my old man sometimes says he's ashamed of us, we are so 
different But then be oito consider the advantages lie'i 
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had, "We only brung him up till he was ten years old, and 
then an nncle he was named after took him, and gin him a 
college schoolin', and then put him into his store in Wor- 
cester. Your head aches wus, don't it ? Poor thing I The 
pennyryal will be steeped directly," she added, in an aside 
to Mada^ Conway, who had groaned aloud as if in pain. 
Then resuming her story, she continued, " Better'n six year 
igo, Uncle George, who was a bachelder, died, leaving the 
heft of his property, seventy-five thousand dollars, or more, 
to my son, who is now top of the heap in the store, and 
worth $100,000, I presume; some say, $200,000: but 
that's the way some folks have of agitaiin^ things." 

** Is he married ?" asked Maggie, and Mrs. Douglas, mis- 
taking the motive which prompted the question, answered, 
" Yes, dear, he is. If he wan't, I know of no darter-in-law 
Pd as soon have as you, I don't beh'eve in finding fault 
with my son's wife ; but there's a proud look in her face, I 
don't like. This is her pictcr," and she passed to Maggie 
the daguerreotype of Theo. 

" I've looked at it before," said Maggie, and the good 
woman proceeded. " I hain't seen her yet ; but he's goin' 
to bring her to Charlton bimeby. He's a good boy, George 
is, free as water ; — gave me this carpet, the sofy and chair, 
and has paid Betsey Jane's schooling one winter at Leicester. 
But Betsey don't take to books much. She's more like me, 
her father says. They had a big party for George last 
night, but I wasn't invited. Shouldn't a' gone if I had been; 
but for all that, a body don't wau't to be slighted, even if 
hey don't belong to the quality. If I'm good enough to be 
George's mother I'm good enough to go to a party with his 
wife. But she wan't to blame, and I shan't lay it up against 
ber. I shall see her to-morrow, pretiy likely, for Sara 
Babbit's wife and I are goin' down to the fiiemft\i'% \si\^\j^ 
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YouVe heard on't, I s^pose. The different cugines are goirf 
to see which will shute water the highest over a 180 foot 
pole. I wouldu't miss goia' for anything, and of course I 
Bhall call on Thtodosh/y. I calkerlate to like her, and when 
they go to housekeeping Pye got a hall chest full of sheets, 
and piller-biers, and towels I'm goin' to giTe her, besides 
three or four bed quilts I pieced myself, two in herrin'-bone 
pattern, and one in risin' sun. I'll show 'em to you," and 
leaving the room, she soon returned with three patch-work 
quilts, wherein were all possible shades of color, red and 
yellow predominating, and in one the '' rising sun" forming a 
huge centre piece. 

'' Heayens I" faintly articulated Madam Conway, press- 
ing her hands upon her head, which was supposed to be 
aching dreadfully. The thought of Theo reposing beneath 
the " risin' sun," or yet the " herrin'-bone," was intolerable ; 
and looking beseechingly at Maggie, she whispered, " Do see 
if Mike is ready." 

" If it's the carriage you mean," chimed in Mrs. Douglas, 
'' it's been waiting quite a spell, but I thought you wam't 
fit to ride yet, so I didn't tell you." 

Starting to her feet. Madam Conway's bonnet went on 
in a trice, and taking her shawl in her hand, she walked out 
doors, barely expressing her thanks to Mrs. Douglas, who, 
greatly distressed at her abrupt departure, ran for the herb 
tea, and taking the tin cup in her hand, followed her guest 
to the carrii^e, urging her to " take a swaller just to keep 
from Tomiting." 

"She's better without it," said Maggie. "She seldom 
takes medicine," and politely expressing her gratitude to Mrs. 
Douglas for her kindness, she bade Mike driye on. 

" Some crazy critter just out of the Asylunc, I'll bet," said 
Mrs Douglas, walking back to the house with her pennyroyal 
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tea. ** How qneer she acted I bat that girl's a ladj, every 
inch of her, aud so handsome, too, I wonder who she is V 

" Don't joa belieye the old woman felt a little abore ns V'- 
suggested Betsey Jane, who had more discernment than her 
mother. 

" Like enough she did, though I nerer thought on't. Bat 
she needn't y Fm as good as she is, and I'll warrant as much 
thought on, where Fm known;" and quite satisfied with her 
own position, Mrs. Douglas went back to her dishwashing, 
while Betsey Jane stole away up stairs to try the experiment 
of arranging her hair after the fashion in which Margaret 
wore hers. 

In the meantime, Mike, perfectly sobered, had turned his 
horses' heads in the direction of £[illsdale, when Madame 
Conway called out, " To Worcester, Mike — ^to Worcester, 
as fast as you can drive." 

"To Worcester! For what?" asked Maggie, and the excit- 
ed woman answered. " To stop U. To forbid tJu ha/ns. I 
should think you^d ask for what ?" 

" To stop it," repeated Maggie. "Fd like to see you stop 
it, when they've been married two months 1" 

" So they have, so they have^^ said Madam Conway, wring- 
ing her hands in her despair, and crying out, " that a Conr 
wa/y should be so disgraced. What shall I do 7 What 
shall I do ?" 

" Make the best of it, of course," answered Maggie. " I 
don't see as George is any worse for his parentage. He is 
evidently greatly respected in Worcester, where his family 
are undoubtedly known. He is educated and refined, if they 
are not. Theo loves him, and that is sufficient, unless I add 
that he has money." 

" But not as much as I supposed," moaned Madam Con« 
Way " Theo told me $200,000 ; but that woman said one, 
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Oh what will become of me 7 Give me the hartshorn, Mag^ 
gie. I feel so faint I" 

The hartshorn was handed her, bnt it eoald not qniet her 
distress. Her family pride was sorely wounded, and had 
Theo been dead, she would hardly have felt worse than she 
did. 

''How vnU she bear it when it comes to her knowledge^ 
as it necessarily mast f It will kill her, I know," she ex- 
claimed, after Maggie had exhausted all her powers of rea- 
soning in yain ; then, as she remembered the woman's 
avowed intention of visiting her daughter-in-law on the mor- 
row, she felt that she must turn back ; she must see Theo 
and break it to her gently, or '' the first sight of that odious 
creature, claiming her for a daughter, might be of incalcular 
ble injury." 

" Stop, Mike," she was about to say ; but ere the words 
passed her lips, she reflected that to take Maggie back to 
"Worcester, was to throw her again in Henry Warner's way, 
and this she could not do. There was then but one alterna- 
tive. She could stop at the Charlton depot, not far dist.ant, 
and wait for the downward train, while Afike drove Maggie 
home, and this she resolved to do. Mike was accordingly 
bidden to take her at once to the depot, which he did, while 
she explained to Maggie, her reason for returnmg. 

" Theo is much better alone, and George will not thank 
yon for interfering," said Maggie, not at all pleased with 
her grandmother's proceedings. 

But the old lady was determined. " It was her duty," 
6he said, " to stand by Theo in trouble, and if a visit from 
that horrid creature wasn't trouble, she could not well defim 
It." 

" When will you come home P' asked Maggie. 

' Not before to-morrow night. Now I have andertakea 
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the matter, I intend to see it throngh," said Madam Oonwa}', 
referring to the expected visit of " Mrs. Douglas, senior." 

Bat Mike did not thus understand it, and thinking ber 
only object in turning back was, " to see the doin's," as he 
designated the ** Fireman's Muster/' he muttered long and 
loud about " being thus sent home, while his madam went to 
see the fu/nJ' 

In the meantime, on a hard settee, at the rather uncom- 
fortable depot, Madam Conway awaited the arrival of the 
train, which came at last, and in a short time, she found 
herself again in Worcester Once in a carriage, and on her 
way to the " Bay State," she began to feel a little nervous, 
half-wishing she had followed Maggie's advice, and left Theo 
alone. But it could not now be helped, and while trying to 
think what she should say to her astonished grand-daughter, 
she was set down at the door of the hotel, slightly be- 
wildered, and a good deal perplexed, a feeling which was 
by no means diminished when she learned that Mr. and 
Mrs. Douglas were both out of town. 

'* Where have they gone, and when will they return ?" 
she gasped, untying her bonnet string^, for an easier respira* 
tiou. 

To these queries the clerk replied, that he believed Mr. 
Douglas had gone to Boston on business, that he might be 
at home that night ; at all events, he would probably return 
in the morning ; she could find Mr. Warner, who would tell 
her all about it. " Shall I send for him ?" he continued, as 
he saw the scowl upon her face. 

" Certainly not," she answered, and taking the key, which 
had been left in his charge, she repaired to Tlieo's rooms, 
and sinking into a large easy-chair, fanned herself furiously, 
wondering^if they would return that night, and what they 
would say when they found her there. " But I donH Tire/' 
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she continned, speaking aloud and shakings her head rerj 
decidedly at the excited woman whose image was reflected 
by the mirror opposite, and who shook her head as decidedly 
in return I " George Douglas has deceived us shame- 
fully, and ni tell him so, too. I wish he'd come this 
minute I" 

But George Douglas knew well what he was doing. 
Very gradually was he imparting to Theo a knowledge of 
his parents, and Theo, who really loved her husband, was 
learning to prize him for himself and not for his family. 
Feeling certain that the firemen's master would bring his 
mother to town, and knowing that Theo was not yet pre- 
pared to see her, he was greatly relieved at Madam Con- 
way's sudden departure, and had himself pnrposely left 
home, with the intention of staying away until Friday night. 
This, however. Madam Conway did not know, and very 
impatiently she awaited his coming, until the lateness of the 
Lour precluded the possibility of his arrival, and she retired 
to bed, but not to sleep, for the city was full of firemen, and 
one company, failing of finding lodgings elsewhere, had 
taken refuge in an em'^, carriage shop near by. The hard, 
bare floor was not the most comfortable bed imaginable, 
and preferring the bright moonlight and open air, they made 
the night hideous with their noisy shouts, which the watch- 
men tried in vain to hush. To sleep in that neighborhood 
was impossible, and all night long Madam Conway vibrated 
bet\feen her bed and the window, from which latter point 
she frowned wrathfully down upon the red coats below, who, 
scoffing alike at law and order as dispensed by the police, 
kept up their noisy revel, shouting lustily for " Chelsea, No, 
4," and "Washington, No. 2," until the dawn of day. 

" 1 wish to mercy I'd gone home, I" sighed Madam Con- 
way, as weak and faint she crepi* down to the breakfast 
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tab.e, dcHQg bat little jnstice to anything, and returning ta 
her room, pale, haggard and weary. 

Ere long, however, she became interested in watching the 
crowds of piBople, who at an eadj hoar filled the streets ; 
and when at last the different fire companies of the State 
paraded the town in a seemingly never ending procession, 
she forgot in a measure her troable, and drawing her chair 
to the window, sat down to enjoy the brilliant scene, 
inTolnntarily nodding her head to the stirring mn»c, M 
troop after troop passed by. Up and down the street, as 
far as the eye could reach, the sidewalks were crowded with 
men, women and children, all eager to see the sight. There 
were people from the city and people from the country, the 
latter of whom, having anticipated the day for weeks and 
months, were now unquestionably enjoying it. 

Gonspncious among these was a middle aged woman, who 
elicited remarks from all who beheld her, both from the 
peculiarity of her dress, and the huge, blue cotton umbrella 
she persisted in hoisting, to the great annoyance of those in 
whose faces it was thrust, and who forgot in a measure their 
vexation when they read t^e novel device it bore. Like 
many other people who can sympathize with the good woman, 
she was always losing her umbrella, and at last, in self- 
defence^ had embroidered upon the blue in letters of white : 

** Steal me not, for fear of Bhame, 
For here you see my owner's name. 

**GHARiTr Doveitia* 

As th§ lettering was small and not very distinct, it re- 
quired a closd observation to decipher it ; but the plan was 
5 successful one, nevertheless, and for four long years the 
blue umbrella had done good service to its mistress, shield- 
ing her alike from sunshine and from storm, and now in the 
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crowded city it performed a doable part, preventbg iti 
nearest neighbors from seeing, while at the same time it kept 
the dost from settling on the thick green yell and leghorn 
bonnet of its owner. At Betsey Jane's suggestion she wore 
a hoop to-day on Theo's acconnt, and that she was painfully 
fX>n8cioas of the fact, was proved by the many anxiooa 
glances she cast at her chocolat<e colored muslin, throagh the 
thin folds of which it was plainly risible. 

'' I wish I had left the pesky thing to ham," she thonght, 
feeling greatly relieyed when at last, as the crowd became 
greater, it was broken in several pieces aiJd ceased to do its 
duty. 

From her seat near the window, Madam Conway caught 
»ght of the umbrella as it swayed up and down amid the 
multitude, but she had no suspicion that she who bore it 
thus aloft had even a better right than herself to sit where 
she was sitting. In her excitement she had forgotten Mrs. 
Douglas's intended visit, to prepare Theo for which she had 
returned to Worcester, but it came to her at length, when 
as the last fire company passed, the blue umbrella was 
closed, and the leghorn bonnet turned in the direction of the 
hotel. There was no mistaking the broad good-humored 
face which looked so eagerly up at " George's window," 
and involuntarily Madam Conway glanced under the bed 
with the view of fleeing thither for refuge I 

" What shall I do ?" she cried, as she heard the umbrella 
on the stairs. '' 111 lock her out," she continued; and in an 
instant the key was iu her p^ket, while, trembling in every 
limb, she awaited the result. 

Nearer and nearer the footsteps came ; there was a 
knock upon the door, succeeded by a louder one, and then, as 
both these failed to elicit a response, the handle of the am* 
brella was vigorously applied. But all in vain, and Madam 
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Conway beard the discomfited outsider say, " Tliey told me 
Theodoshy's grandma/rm was here, but I gaess she's in the 
street. I'll come agin bime-by," and Mrs. Douglas senior 
walked disconsolately down the stairs, while Madam Con 
way thjught it doubtful whether she gained access to the 
loom thai day, come as often as she might. 

Not long after, the gong sounded for dinner, and unlock- 
ing the door, Madam Conway was about descending to the 
dining-room, when the thought burst upon, " What if she 
should be at the table ? It's just like her." 

The very idea was overwhelming, taking from her at once 
all desire for dinner ; and returniug to her room, she tried, 
by looking over the books, and examining the carpet, to 
forget how hungry and faint she was. Whether she would 
have succeeded is doubtful, had not an hour or two later 
brought another knock from the umbrella, and driven all 
thoughts of eating from her mind. In grim silence she 
waited until her tormentor was gone, and then wondering 
if it was not time for the train, she consulted her watch. 
But alas I 'twas only foiir ; the cars did not leave until six^ 
and so another weary hour went by. At the end of that 
time, however, thinking the depot preferable to being a 
prisoner there, she resolved to go ; and leaving the key with 
the clerk, she called a carriage and was soon on her way to 
the cars. , 

As she approached the depot, she observed an immense 
crowd of people, gathered together, among which the red 
coats of the firemen were conspicuous. A fight was evidently 
in progress, and as the horses began to grow restive, she 
begged of the driver to let her alight, saying she could 
easily walk the remainder of the way. Scarcely, however, 
was she on terra jirma^ when the yelling crowd made a pre- 
cripitate rush towards her, and in much alarm, she climbed 
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for safety into an empty boggy, whereupon the horsey 
equally alarmed, began to rear, and wltboat pausing an in 
stant, the terrified lady sprang out on the side opposite to 
that by which she had entered, catching her dress upon the 
seat, and tearing half the gathers from the waist. 

" Heaven help me 1" she cried, picking herself up, and be- 
ginning to wish she had never troubled herself with Theo's 
mother-in-law. 

To Teach the depot was now her great object, and as the 
two belligerent parties occupied the front, she thought to 
effect an entrance at the rear. But the doors were locM^ 
and as she turned the corner of the building, she suddenly 
found herself in the thickest of the fight. To advance was 
impossible, to turn back equally so, and while meditating 
some means of escape, she lost her footing and fell across a 
wheelbarrow, which stood upon the platform, crumpling her 
bonnet, and scratching her face upon a nail which protruded 
from the vehicle. Nearer dead than alive, she made her way 
at last into the depot, and from thence into the cars, where, 
sinking into a seat, and drawing her shawl closely around 
her, the better to conceal the sad condition of her dress, she 
indulged in meditations not wholly complimentary to firemen 
in general, and her late comrades in particular. 

For half an hour she waited impatiently, but though the 
carsr were filling rapidly there were no indications of starting; 
and it was almost seven, ere the long and heavily loaded 
train moved slowly from the depot. About fifteen minutes 
previous to their departure, as Madam Conway was looking 
ruefully out upon the multitude, she was horrified at seeing 
directly beneath her window, the veritable woman from 
whom, through the entire day, she had been hiding. Invo- 
luntarily she glanced at the vacant seat in front of her, 
which, as she feared, was soon occupied by Mrs. Douglai 
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and her companion, who, aa Madam Oonwaj divined^ was 
" Sam Babbit's wife." 

Trembling nenroasly lest sbe sbonid be discorered, she 
drew her veil closely over her face, keeping very qniet, and 
looking intently from the window into the gathering dark 
ness without. Bat her fears were groundless, for Mrs 
Dooglas had no snspicion that the cmmpled bonnet and 
sorry figare, sitting so disconsolately in the comer, was the 
same which bnt the day before had honored her with a call. ^ 
She was in high spirits, having had, as she informed her 
neighbor, " a tip-top time." On one point, however, she was 
disappointed. '' She meant as much as conld be to have 
seen Theodoshy, bat she wan't to ham. Her grandmarm 
was in town," said she, " bat if she was in the room, she 
mnst have been asleep, or dreadfal deaf, for I ponnded with 
all my might. I'm sorry, for I'd like to scrape acqaaintance 
with her, bein' we're connected." 

An andible groan came from beneath the thick brown 
veil, whereupon both ladies tamed their heads. Bat the in- 
dignant woman made no sign, and in a whisper loud enough 
for Madam Conway to hear, Mrs. Douglas said, " Some 
Irish critter in liquor, I presume. Look at her jammed 
bonnet." 

This remark drew from Mrs. Babbit a very close inspec- 
tion of the veiled figure, who, smothering her wrath, felt 
greatly relieved when the train started, and prevented her 
from hearing anything more. At the next station, however, 
Mrs. Douglas showed her companion a crochet collar, which 
she had purchased for two shillings, and which, she sald« 
^ was almost exactly like the one worn by the woman who 
•topped at her house the day before." 

Leaning forward, Madam Conway glanced contemptu* 
imsly at the coarse knit thing, which bore about the same 
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resemblanoe to her own handsoqie collar, as cambric does to 
satin. 

** Vulgar, ignorant creatores I'' she mattered, while Mrs. 
Babbit, after dnlj praising the collar, proceeded to make 
some inqniries concerning the strange lady who had shared 
Mrs. Douglas's hospitality. 

** IVe no idee who she was," sidd Mrs. Douglas ; ** but I 
think it's purtj likely she was some crazy critter they was 
takin' to the hospital." 

Another groan from beneath the brown yell, and taming 
around, the kind hearted Mrs. Douglas asked if she was 
sick, adding in an aside, as there came no answer, " been 
fightiu' I'll warrant !" 

Fortunately for Madam Conway, the cars mored on, and 
when they stopped again, to her great relief, the owner of 
the blue umbrella, together with " Sam Babbit's wife," 
alighted, and amid the crowd assembled on the platform she 
recognized Betsey Jane, who had come down to meet her 
mother. * The remainder of the way seemed tedious enough, 
for the train moved but slowly, and it was ne^r 10 o'clodc 
ere they reached the Hillsdale station, where, to her gpreat 
delight. Madam Conway found Margaret awaiting her, 
together with Arthur CarroUton. The moment she saw the 
former, who came eagerly forward to meet her, the weary, 
worn-out woman burst into tears; but at the sight of Mr. 
CarroUton, she forced them back, saying in reply to Maggie^ 
inqniries, that Theo was not at home, that she had spent a 
dreadful day, and been knocked down in a fight at the 
depot, in proof of which she pointed to her torn dress, her 
crumpled bonnet, and scratched face. Maggie laughed 
aloud in spite of herself, and though Mr. OarroUton's eyes 
were several times turned reprovingly upon her, she con* 
tinned to laugh at intervals at the sorry, forlorn appearance 
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presented by her grandmother, who for several days was 
confined to her bed, from the combined effects of fastings 
fright^ firemefrCs muster^ and her late encounter with Mrs. 
Doaglas, senior 1 
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wiU^mwxk^ aad fixkdii^ then a2I gone from tiie hotd, had 
eome on to Rillftialft in the ereniiig traiB, eurpnsiBg Maggie 
as isbe eat ia tiie parlor alone; wislung heradf in Woroest^, 
or in some place where it was not as loodj as there. With 
bis preieoee the loodiness disappeared, and in making his 
tea and listening to his agreeable oonTersation, she forgot 
everything, nntil, obserring that she looked weary, he said, 
''Maggie, I would willinglj talk to yon all nighty were it not 
for the V>fid effect it would hare yon on to-morrow. Yon 
must f^o to bed now,'' and he showed her his watch, whidi 
(Kiinted to the honr of midnight. 

Exceedingly mortified, Maggie was leaving the room, 
when noticing her evident chagrin, Mr. Carrollton came to 
lt«r side and laying his hand very respectfully on hers, said 
kindly, ''It is my fault, Maggie, keeping you up so late, and 
T only send you away now, because those eyes are growing 
lu^avy, and I know that you need rest. Good night to you, 
uud pleasant dreams/' 

He went with her to the door, watcblhg her until she dis* 
appeared up the stairs ; then half wishing he had not sent 
her from him, he, too, sought his chamber; but not to sleep, 
for Maggie, tliongh obsont, was with him still in fancy. For 
more tlmn a year he had been haunted with a bright, sun< 
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shiny face, whose owner embodied the dashing, independent 
spirit, and softer qualities which made Maggie Miller so at- 
tractiye. Of this face he had often thought, wondering if the 
real would equal the ideal, and now that he had met with 
her, had looked into her truthful eyes, had gazed upon her 
Bunnj face, which mTrrored fajf hfully her every thought and 
feeling, he was more than satisfied, and to love that beaii- 
tiful girl seemed to him an easy matter. She was so child- 
like, so artless, so different from any one whom he had ever 
known, that he was interested in her at once. But Arthur 
GarroUton never did a thing precipitately. She might have 
many glaring faults, he must see her more, must know her 
better, ere he lavished upon her the love whose deep foun- 
tains had never yet been stirred. 

After this manner he reasoned as he walked up and down 
his chamber, while Maggie, on her sleepless pillow, was 
thinking, too, of him, wondering if she did hate him as 
much as she intended, and if Henry would be offended at 
her sitting up with him until after twelve o'clock. 

It was nearly half-past nine when Maggie awoke next 
morning, and making a hasty toilet, she descended to the 
dining-room, where she found Mr. CarroIIton awaiting her. 
He had been up a long time ; but when Anna JejQFrey, 
blessed with an uncommon appetite, fretted at the delay of 
breakfast, and suggested calling Margaret, he objected, say* 
ing she needed rest, and must not be disturbed. So, in 
Bomething^f a pet, the young lady breakfasted alone with 
her aunt, Mr. CarroIIton preferring to wait for Maggie. 

" I am sorry I kept you waiting," said Maggie, seating 
herself at the table, . and continuing to apologize for her 
tardiness. 

But Mr. CarroIIton felt more than repaid by having her 
thus alone with him, and many were the admiring glances he 
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cost towards her, as with her shining hair, her happy face, 
her tasteful morning gown of pink, and her beaatifal white 
hands which handled so gracefullj the silver coffee-urn, she 
made a living, glowing pictorey such as any man might 
delight to look upon. Breakfast being over, Mr. Carroll* 
ton proposed a ride, and as Anna Jeffrey at that moment 
entered the parlor, he inyite'd her to accompany them. 
There was a shadow on Maggie's brow, as she left the room 
to dress, a shadow which had not wholly disappeared when 
she returned ; and observing this, Mr. CarroUton said, 
" Were I to consult my own wishes, Maggie, I should leave 
Miss Jeffrey at home ; but she is a poor girl whose enjoy- 
ments are far less than ours, consequently I invited her for 
this once, knowing how fond she is of riding." 

" How thoughtful you are of other people's happiness I" 
said Maggie, the shadow leaving her brow at once. 

** I am glad that wrinkle has gone, at all events," returned 
Mr. CarroUton, laughingly, and laying his hand upon her 
forehead, he continued : " Were you my sister Helen, I 
should probably kiss you for having so soon got over your 
fd ; but as you are Maggie Miller, I dare not," and he 
looked earnestly at her, to see if he had spoken the truth. 

Coloring crimson as it became the affianced bride of 
Henry Warner to do, Maggie turned away, thinking Helen 
must be a happy girl, and half wishing she, too, were 
Arthur Carrollton's sister. It was a long, delightful excur- 
sion they took, and Maggie, when she saw how Anna Jeffrey 
enjoyed it, did not altogether regret her presence. On their 
way home she proposed calling upon Hagar, " whom she had 
not seen for three whole days." 

" And who, pray, is Hagar ?" asked Mr. CarroUton ; and 
Maggie replied, " She is my old nurse, — a strange, crassy 
creature, whom they say I somewhat resemble." 
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By this time they were near the cottage, in the door of 
#hich old Hagar was standing, with her white hair falling 
roaud her face.^ 

'' I sea by yoar looks, yon don't care to call, bnt I shall," 
Htid Mi^^e, and bounding from her saddle, she ran up to 
Dagar, pressing her hand and whispering in her ear, that it 
nronld soon be time to hear from Henry. 

'* Kissed her, I do beliere I" said Anna JefGrey. ''She 
cnnst have admirable taste I" 

Mr. GarroOton thought so too, and with a half comical, 
iialf displeased expression, he watched the interview be- 
tween that weird old woman, and fair yonng girl, little 
suspecting how nearly they were allied. 

" Why didn't you come and speak to her ?" said Maggie, 
OS he alighted to assist her in again mounting Gritty. ** She 
ased to see you in England, when yon were a baby, and if 
jrou won't be angry, Pll tell you what she said, it was, that 
fon were the crossest, ugliest young one she ever saw I 
There, there, don't set me down so hard I" and the saucy 
Byes looked mischievously at the proud Englishman, who, 
bmth to say, did place her in the saddle with a little more 
Torce than was at all necessary. 

Not that he was angry. He was only annoyed for what 
be considered Maggie's undue familiarity with a person like 
Hagar, bnt he wisely forbore making any comments in Anna 
Jeffirey's presence, except, indeed, to laugh heartily at Ha- 
gar's complimentary description of himself when a baby. 
Arrived at home, and alone again with Maggie, he found 
ber so very good-natured and agreeable, that he could not 
chide her for anything, and Hagar was for a time forgotten. 

That evening, as the reader knows, they went together to 
the depot, where they waited four long hours, but not impa- 
tiently ; for sitting there in the moonlight, with the winding 
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Ghicopee fall in view, and Margaret Miller at his side, A^ 
thar Garrollton forgot the .la{>se of time, eapeciaUj when 
Maggie, thinking no harm, gave a most Indicroas descriptioo 
of her call upon Mrs. Donglas s^ior, and of her grandmo- 
ther's distress at finding herself so nearlj connected with 
what she termed " a low, valgar family." 

Arthur Carrollton was verj prond, and had Theo been kh 
sister, he might, to some extent, have shared in Madam 
Conway's chagrin ; and so he said to Maggie, at the same 
time fully i^eeing with her that Oeorge Donglas was a re- 
fined, agreeable man, and as snch entitled to respect. Still, 
had Theo known of his parentage, he said, it would probably 
have made some difference ; but now that it could not be 
helped, it was wise to make the best of it. 

These words were little heeded then by Maggie, but with 
most painful distinctness they recurred to her in the after 
time, when, humbled in the very dust, sbe had no hope that 
the highborn, haughty Carrollton would stoop to a diild of 
Hagar Warren I But no shadow of the dark future was 
over her now, and very eagerly she drank in every word and 
look of Arthur Carrollton, who, all unconsoioasly, was tram- 
pling on another's rights, and gradually weakening the fan* 
cied love she bore for Henry Warner. 

The arrival of the train brought their pleasant conversa- 
tion to a close, and for a day or two Maggie's time was 
wholly occupied with her grandmother, to whom she frankly 
acknowledged having told Mr. Carrollton of Mrs. Douglas 
and her daughter Betsey Jane. The fact that he knew of 
her disgrace and did not despise her was of great benefit to 
Madam Conway, and after a few days she resumed her usinl 
spirits, and actually told of the remarks made by Mrs. Doug* 
las concerning herself and the Jighi she had been in I Ai 
time passed on she became reconciled to the Douglases^ faav* 
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ing, as she thought, some well-founded reasons for belieyiug 
that for Theo's disgrace, Maggie would make amends by 
marrying Mr. Carrolltou, whose attentions each daj became 
ipore and more marked, and were not apparently altogether 
disagreeable to Maggie. On the contrary, his presence at 
Hillsdale was productive of much pleasure to her, as well as 
of a little annoyance. 

From the first he seemed to exercise over her an influence 
she could not well resist — a power to make her do whatever 
he willed that she should do ; and though she sometimes re- 
belled, she was pi*etty sure in the end to yield the contest, 
and submit to one who was evidently the ruling spirit. As 
yet nothmg had been said of the hair ornament which, out 
of compUment to hun, her grandmother wore every morning 
in her collar, but at last, one day Madam Conway spoke of 
it herself, asking ** if it were, as she had supposed, his grand- 
mother's hair !" 

" Why, no," he answered involuntarily ; " it is a lock 
Maggie sent me in that wonderful daguerreotype I" 

" The stupid thing 1" thought Maggie, while her eyes 
fairly danced with merriment, as she anticipated the ques- 
tion she fancied was sure to follow, but did not. 

One glance at her tell-tale face was sufficient for Madam 
Conway. In her whole household there was but one head 
with locks as white as that, and whatever her thoughts 
might have been, she said nothing, but from that day forth, 
Hagdr'i hair was never again seen ornamenting her person I 
That afternoon Mr. CarroUton and Maggie went out to ride, 
and in the course of their converst^tion he referred to the 
pin, asking whose hair it was and seeming much amused 
when told that it was Hagar's. 

" But why did you not tell her when it first came/' he 
laid; and Maggie answered, '* Oh, it was such fun to see her 
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sporting Hagar's hair, when she is so proud. Tt didn't hurl 
her either, for Hagar is as good as anybody. I don't beliere 
in making such a difference because one person chances to 
be richer than another.'' 

" Neither do I," retamed Mr. Carrollton. "I would not 
esteem a person for wealth alone, but there are p(Hnts of 
difference which should receive consideration. For instance, 
this old Hagar may be well enough in her way, but suppose 
she were nearly connected to yon — ^your gramdmother if you 
like — it would certainly make some difference in your position. 
You would not be Maggie Miller, and I " 

" Wouldn't ride with me, I dare say," interrupted Mag- 
gie; to which he replied, '' I presume not," adding as he saw 
slight indications of pouting, *' and therefore I am glad yon 
are Maggie Miller, and not Hagar's grandchild." 

Mentally pronouncing him a '' proud hateful thing,'' Mag- 
gie rode on a while in silence. But Mr. Carrollton knew well 
how to manage her, and he, too, was silent until Maggie, 
who could never refrain from talking any length of time, 
forgot herself and began chatting away as gaily as before. 
During their excursion they came near to the gorge of 
Henry Warner memory, and Maggie, who had never 
quite forgiven Mr Carrollton for criticising her horsemanship, 
resolved to show him what she could do. Th^. signal was 
accordingly given to Gritty, and ere her companion was aware 
of her intention she was tearing over the ground at a speed 
he could hardly equal. The ravine was just on the border 
of the wood, and without pausing an instant, Gritty leaped 
across it, landing safely on the other side, where he stopped, 
while half fearfully, half ezultingly, Maggie looked back to 
0ee what Mr. Carrollton would do. At first he had fancied 
Gritty beyond her control, and when he saw her directly 
over the deep chasm he shuddered, involuntarily stretching 
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out his arms to save her ; bat the look she gave him as sho ^ 
tamed aroand, convinced him that the risk she had ran was 
done on purpose. Still he had no intention of following her, 
for he feared his horse's ability as well as his own to clear 
that pass. 

" Why don't you jump 1 Are you afraid V and Maggie^i 
eyes looked archly out from beneath her tasteful riding 
cap. 

For half a moment he felt tempted to join her, but 
his better judgment came to his aid, and he answered; 
" Yes, Maggie, lam afraid, having never tried such an ex* 
periment. But I wish to be with you in some way, aM as I 
cannot come to you, I ask you to come to me. You seem 
accustomed to the leap I" 

He did not praise her. Nay, she fancied there was more 
of censure in the tones of his voice ; at all events, ho had 
asked her rather commandingly to return, and "she 
wouldn't do it." For a moment she made no reply, and h« 
said again, " Maggie, will you come ?" then half playfully, 
half reproachfully, she made answer, "A gallant English- 
man indeed I willing I should risk my neck where you dare 
not venture yours. No, I shan't try the leap again to-day, 
I don't feel like it ; but I'll cross the long bridge half a 
mile from here — good bye," and fully expecting him to meet 
her, she galloped off, riding, ere long, quite slowly, " so he'd 
have a nice long time to wait for her I" 

How then was she disappointed, when, on reaching the 
bridge, there was nowhere a trace of him to be seen, 
neither could she hear the sound of his horse's footsteps, 
though she listened long and anxiously. 

** He is certainly the most provoking man I ever saw ^ 
the. exclaimed, half crying with vexation. " Henry wouldn't 
hare served me so, and I'm glad I was engaged to him Im 
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fore I saw this hateful Carroll ton, for grandma might poe* 
sibly have coaxed me into marrying him, and then wouldn't 
Mr, Dog and Mrs, Cat have led a stormy life I No, we 
wouldn't/' she continued ; " I should in time get accustomed 
to minding him, and then I think he'd be splendid, though 
no better than Henry. I wonder if Hagar has a letter for 
me I" and chirruping to Gritty, she soon stood at the door 
of the cabin. 

'' Have yon two been qarrelling ?" asked Hagar, noticing 
Mag's flushed cheeks. '* Mr. CarroUton passed here twenty 
minutes, or more, ago, looking mighty sober, and here you 
are with your face as red — ^What has happened ?" 

" Nothing," answered Mag, a little testily, " only he's the 
meanest man I — Wouldn't follow me, when I leaped the 
gorge, and I know he could, if he had tried." 

'^ Showed his good sense," interrupted Hagar, adding that 
Maggie mustn't think every man was going to risk his neck 
for her. 

" I don't think so, of course," returned Maggie ; " but he 
might act better — almost commanded me to come back and 
join him, as though I was a little child ; but I wouldn't do 
it. I told him I'd gp down to the long bridge and cross, 
expecting, of course, he'd meet me there ; and instead of 
that, he has gone off home. How did he know what acci- 
dent would befall me ?" 

" Accident 1" repeated Hagar ; " accident befall you, 
ivho know every crook and turn of these woods so much 
better than he does ?" 

" Well, any way, he might have waited for me," returned 
Mag. " I don't believe he'd care if I were to get killed. I 
meax to scare him and see ;" and springing from Qrltty's 
back, she gave a peculiar whistling sound, at which the 
pony bounded away towards home while she followed Hagar 
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into the cottage, where a letter from Henry awaited 
ber. 

They were to sail for Caba on the 15th of October, and 
he now wrote, asking if Maggie would go without her 
grandmother's consent Bat, thoagh irresolute when he 
before broached the subject, Mag was didded now. ** She 
wonld not ran awaj," and so she said to Hugar, to whom 
she confided the whole affair. 

" I do not think it would be right to elope," she said. 
** In three years more, I shall be twenty-one, and firee to do 
as I like ; and if grandma will not let me marry Henry, 
now, he must wait. I can't ran away. Boh would not 
approTe of it, I'm sure, and I 'most know Mr. OarroUton 
would not." 

"I can't see how his approving, or %U approving cat 
affect yon," said Hagar ; then bending down, so that her 
wild eyes looked full in Maggie's eyes, she said, '' Are yon 
b^inning to like this Englishman ?" 

" Whi/f nOy I guess I avrit^^ answered Mag, coloring 
slightly. " I dislike him dreadfolly, he's so proud. Why, 
he did the same as to say, that if I were your grandchild, 
he would not ride with me." 

^ " My ffra/ndcMldy Maggie Miller ! — my grandchild !^ 
shrieked Hagar. " What put that into his bead f" 

Thinking her emotion caused by anger at Arthur Oarroll- 
ton, Mag mentally chided herself for having inadvertently 
•aid what she did, while, at the sam« tim», she tried to 
soothe did Hagar, who rocked to and fro, as was her cus- 
tom when her " crazy spells " were on. (Jrowing a little 
more comi)osed, she said, at last, " Marry Henry Warner, 
DV all means, Maggie ; he ain't as proud as OarroUton — he 
would not care as much if he knew it." 

''Know what?" asked Mag; and, remembering herself in 

16 
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time, Hagar answered, adroitly, ** knew of joar promise to 
let me live with you. You remember it, don't you ?" and 
she looked wistfolly towards Mag, who, far more intent 
opon something else, answered, ** Yes, I remember. But 
hush I don't I hear horses' feet coming rapidly through the 
woods 'i" and running to the window, she saw Mr. GarroUton, 
mounted upon Gritty, and riding furiously towards the house. 

" You go out, Hagar, and see if he is looking for me," 
whispered Mag, stepping back, so he could not see. 

** Henry Warner must snare the bird quick, or he will 
lose it," muttered Hagar, as she walked to the door, where, 
evidently much excited, Mr. CarroUton asked if " she knew 
aught of Miss Miller, and why Gritty had come home alone ? 
It is such an unusual occurrence," said he, *' that * we felt 
alarmed, and I have come in quest of her." 

From her post near the window, Maggie could plainly see 
his face, which was very pale, and expressive of much con- 
cern, while his voice, she fancied, trembled as he spoke her 
name. 

** He does care," she thought ; woman's pride was satis- 
fiedy and ere Hagar could reply, she ran out saying langh« 
Ingly, " And so you thought maybe I was killed, but I'm 
not. I concluded to walk home and let Gritty go on in ad* 
Tance. I did not mean to frighten grandma." 

** She was not as much alarmed as myself," said Mr. Gar- 
rollton, the troubled expression of his countenance changing 
at once. ** You do not know how anxious I was, when I 
saw Gritty come riderless to the door, nor yet how relieved 
I am in finding you thus unharmed." 

Maggie knew she did not deserve this, and blushing like^a 
guilty child, she offered no resistance when he lifted her in 
the saddle gently — tenderly, as if she had indeed escaped 
from some great danger. 
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'* It is time joa were home," said he, aud throwing the 
bridle across his arm, he rested his hand upon the saddle 
ADd walked tlowly bj her side. 

All his fancied coldness was forgotten; neither was th« 
leap nor yet the bridge once mentioned, for he was onlj too 
happy in having her back alive, while she was doubting the 
propriety of an experiment which, in the tarn matters had 
taken, seemed to involve deception. Observing at last that 
he occasionally pressed his hand upon his side, she asked 
the canse, and was told that he had formerly been subject 
to a pain in his side^ which excitement or fright greatly 
augmented. ^* I hoped I was free from it,'' ho said, '^bnt 
the sight of Gritty dashing up to the d6or without 'you, 
brought on a slight attack ; for I knew if you were harmed, 
the fault was mine for having rather unceremon^'ously 
deserted you." 

This was more than Mag could endure in silence. The 
frank ingenuousness of her nature prevailed, and turning i^* 
wards him her dark, beautiful eyes, in which tears were 
shining, she said : " Foi^ve me, Mr. CarroUton. T seH 
Gritty home on purpose to see if you would be annoyed, f^r 
I felt vexed because you would not humor my whim and 
meet me at the bridge. I am sorry I caused you any uneasi* 
ness," she continued, as she saw a shadow flit over his face 
" Will you forgive me V 

Arthur CarroUton could not resist the pleading of those 
lustrous eyes, nor yet refuse to take the ungloved hand she 
oflfered him ; and if, in token of reconciliation, he did press 
t a little more fervently than Henry Warner would have 
tiiought at all necessary, he only did what, under the cir- 
cumstances, it was very natural he should do. From the 
first Maggie Miller had been a puzzle to Arthur CarroUton •. 
but he was fast learning to read her — ^was beginning to wif 
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derstand bow perfectly artless i^e was-<-4ni(I ibis little in* 
cident increased, rather than diminished^ his iidnHratioa. 

" I will forgive joa, Maggie," he said, on one condition 
"Yob mifist promise never again to experiment with mj 
feelings, in a similar manner." 

The promise was readily given and then &ief proceeded 
on as leisarelj as if at home, there was no aoxioqft grand- 
mother vibrating between her hagh'-backied tdiair and the 
piazza, nor yet aa Anna Jeffrey, watching them envioosly as 
they came slowly np the road. 

That ni^t there came to Mr. Garrdlton a letter from 
Montreal, saying his immediate presence was necessary there, 
on a«basiness matter oi some importance, and he accordingly 
decided to go on the morrow. 

'' When may we expect yon back 7" asked Madam Gonr 
way, as in the morning he was preparing for his jonrney. 

*' It wUI, perhaps, be two months at least, before I 
retorn," said he, adding that there was a possibility ot his 
being obliged to go immediately to England. 

In the recess of the window Mag was standing, thinking 
how lonely the hoase wonld be without him, and wishing 
there was no such thing a^ parting from those she liked-^ 
even as liitle as she did Arthur GarroUtou. 

''I won't let him know that Lcare, though*^ she thought^ 
and forcing a smile to her face, she was abont turning to 
bid him good bye^ when she heard him teU her grandmother 
of the possibility there was that he would be obliged to go 
directly to England from Montreal. 

** Then I may never see him again," she thought, and hef 
tears burst forth involuntarily, at the idea of parting with 
him forever. 

Faster and faster they came, until at last, fearing lest fat 
should see them, she ran away up stairs, and mounting %$ 
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the nof, sat down behind the chimney, where, herself nnoU 
served, she oocld watch him lor up the road. From the 
half-dosed door of her chamber, Anna Jeffrey had seen Mag 
stealing xip the tower stairs ; had seen, too, that she was 
weeping, s^ suspecting the caase, she went quietly down to 
the parioc to hear what Arthnr CarroUton wonld say. The 
eairiage was waiting, his trai^ was in its place, his hat was 
in his hand ; to Madam Conway he said good bye ; to 
Anna Jeffipey, loo, and still he lingered, looking wistfdily 
roimd in quest of something, whioh evidently was not 

there. 

«< Where's Margaret ?" he asked at last, and Madam Gon« 
way answered, *' sorely, where can she be f Have yoii seen 
her, Anna ?" 

" I saw her on the stairs some time ago," said Anna, 
adding that possibly she had gone to see Hagar, as she 
Qsoally visited her at this hoar. 

A shade of «ili8i^)pointnient passed over Mr. Oarrollton's 
face, as he replied, ^ tell her I am sorry she thinks more of 
Hagar than of me." 

The next moment he was gone, and leaning against the 
chimney, Mag watched with tearfnl eyes the carriage as it 
wocmd np the grassy road. On the brow of the hill, jast 
before it would disappear from sight, it suddenly stopped. 
Something was the matter with the harness, and while John 
was busy adjastitig it, Mr. Carrolltoo leaned from the win« 
dow, and looking back, started invoinntarily as he caught 
sight of the figure so clearly defined upon the house-top. A 
slight suspicion of the truth came upon him, and kissing his 
hand, he waved it gracefully towards her. Mag's handker* 
chief was wet with tears, but she shook it out in the mom* 
ing breeze, and sent to Arthur Carrollton, as she thought^ 
\k&t iSst good bye. 
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Feariug lest her grandmother should see her swollen eyes^ 
she stole down the stairs, and taking her shawl and bonnel 
from the table in the hall, ran off into the woods, going to 
a pleasant, mossy bank^ not far from Hagar's cottage, where 
she had more than once sat with Arthur Carrollton, and 
where she fancied she wonld never sit with him again. 

"I don't believe it's for Aim, that I am crying," she 
thought, as she tried in vain to stay her tears ; " I always 
intended to hate him, and I 'most know I do ; Vm only feel- 
ing badly, because I wonH run away, and Henry and fiose 
will go without me so soon !'' And fully satisfied at having 
discovered the real cause of her grief, she laid her head 
upon the bright autumnal grass, and wept bitterly, holding 
her breath, and listening intently as she heard, in the dis- 
tance, the sound of the engine, wMch was bearing Mr. Car- 
rollton away. 

It did not occur to her that he could not yet have 
reached the depot, and as she knew nothing of a change in 
the time of the trains, she was taken wholly by surprise, 
when, fifteen minutes later, a manly form bent over her, as 
she lay upon the bank, and a voice, earnest and thrilling in 
tones, murmured softly, ** Maggie, are those tears for me f" 

When about halfway to the station, Mr. Carrollton had 
heard of the change of the time, and knowing he should not 
be in season, had turned back, with the intention of waiting 
for the next train, which would pass in a few hours. Learn- 
ing that Maggie was in the woods, he had started in quest 
of her, going naturally to the mossy bank, where, as we 
have seen, he found her weeping on the grass. She was 
weeping for him — be was sure of that. He was not indiffe- 
rent to her, as he had sometimes feared, and for an instant 
he felt tempted to take her in his arms and tell her how dear 
•he was to him. *^ 
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'' I will speak to her first," he thought, and so he aiked 
'' if the tears were for him." 

laexpressiblj astonished and mortified at having him see 
her thus, Maggie started to her feet, while angry words at 
being thus iutraded upon, trembled on her lips. Bat wind* 
ing his arm aroand her, Mr. CarroUton drew her to his side, 
explaining to her in a few words how he came to be there, 
and continuing, '' I do not regret the delay, if by its means 
I have discovered what I very much wish to know. Mag- 
gie, do you care for me ? Were you weeping because I had 
left you V 

He drew her very closely to him — ^looking anxiously into 
her face, which she covered with her hands. She huw hi 
was in earnest, and the knowledge that he loved her thrilled 
her for an instant with indescribable happiness. A moment, 
however, and thoughts of her engagement with another 
flashed upon her. *' She. must not sit there thus with Ar- 
thur CarroUton — she would be true to Henry," and with 
mingled feelings of sorrow, regret and anger — though why 
she should experience either she did not then understand — 
she drew herself from him, and when he said again, " Will 
Maggie answer ? Axe those tears for me ?" she replied petu- 
lantly, " iVb ; can't a body cry without being bothered for a 
reason 7 I came down here to be alone T' 

" I did not mean to intrude, and I beg your pardon for 
having done so," said Mr. CarroUton, sadly, adding, as Mag- 
gie made no reply, " I expected a different answer, Maggie ; 
I almost hoped you liked me, and I believe now that you 

do." 

In Maggie's bosom there was a fierce struggle of feeling. 
She did like Arthur CarroUton — and she thought she liked 
Henry Warner — at all events she was engaged to him, and 
half angry at the former for having disturbed her, and still 



aes MAGGIE MILLER. 

more angry at herself for being thus disturbed, she exclaimed 
as he again placed his arm aroand her, '' Leave me alone, 
Mr. CarroUton. I donH like you. I don't like anybody I'' 
and gathering up her shawl, which lay upon the grass^ site 
ran away to Hagar's cabin, hoping he woold follow her. 
Bat he did not. It was his first attempt at lore^naking, 
and very much disheartened, he walked slowly back to the 
house ; and while Maggie, from Hagar's door, was lookiBg 
to see if he were coning, he, from the parlor window, was 
watching, too^ for her, with a shadow on his brow and a load 
upon his heart. Madam Conway knew that something was 
wrong, but it was in vain that she songht an explanation. 
Mr. CarroUton kept his own secret, and consoling herself witib 
his Yolunteered assurance that in case it became necessary 
for him to return to England, he should, before embarking, 
visit Hillsdale, she bade him a second adieu. 

In the meantime, Maggie, having given up all hopes of 
again seeing Mr. CarroUton, was waiting impatiently the 
coming of Hagar, who was absent, having, as Maggie 
readily conjectured, gone to Eichland. It was long past 
noon when she returned, and by that time the stains had 
disappeared from Maggie's face, which looked nearly as 
bright as ever. StiU, it was with far less eagerness than 
usual that she took from Hagar's hand the expected letter 
from Henry. It was a long, affectionate epistle, urging her 
once more to accompany him, and saying if she stUl refused 
she must let him know immediately, as they were intending 
to start for New York in a few days. 

" I can't go," said Maggie ; " it would not be right.* 
And going to the time-worn desk, where, since her secret 
correspondence, she had kept materials for writing, she 
wrote to Henry a letter, telling him she felt badlj to disap* 
point him, but she deemed it much wiser to defer their ma^ 
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hage until her grandmother felt dilTerentlj, or at least nnti 
ibe was at an age to act for herself. This being done, she 
went ^owly bac^ to the house, which to her seemed desolate 
indeed. Her grandmother saw readily that something was 
tb% matter, and rightly goessing the cause, she forebore 
ijpiesliomiig her, neither did she onoe that day mention Mr. 
GanotttoB, although Anna Jeffrey did, telling her what he 
kad said aboat her " thinking mote of Hagmr than of him- 
■elf," and giyingas her opini<m that he wa« mudi displeased 
at her rudeness in ruiming away. 

" Nobody cares for his displeasure,'' answered Mi^ie, 
greaUy reled at Anna, who took especial delight in annoy- 
ing her. 

Thus a week went by, when one eyening, as Madam Oon 
way and Maggie sat together in the parlor, they were sur- 
prised by the sudden appearance of. Henry Warner. He 
had accompanied his aunt and sister to New York, where 
they were to remain for a few days, and then impelled by a 
strong desire to see Margaret once more, he had come with 
the vain hope that at the last hour she would consent to fly 
with him, or her grandmother consent to gire her up. All 
the afternoon he had been at Hagar's cottage waiting for 
Ma^ie, and at length determining to see her, he had ven- 
tured to the hou^^. With a scowling frown. Madam Con- 
way looked at him through her glasses, while Maggie, half 
joyfully, half fearrully, went forward to meet him. In a few 
words he explained why he was there, and then again asked 
oi Madam Conway if Margaret could go. 

*' I do not beli^sYe she cares to go,'' thought Madam Oon* 
way, as she glanced at Maggie's face ; but she did not say 
so, lest she should awaken within the young girl a feeling 
of opposition. 

She had watched Maggie closely, and felt sure that Uei 

16* -- 
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affection for Henry Warner was neither deep noi lastmg 
Arthnr Carrpllton's presence had done mnch towards weak- 
ening it, and a few months more wonid snflSce to wear it 
away entirely. Still, from what had passed, she fancied thai 
opposition alone wonld only make the matter worse by roos- 
bg Maggie at once. She knew far more of hnman nature 
than either of the yoang people before her ; and alter a 
little reflection, she soggested that Henry shonld leaTe Ma(^ 
gie with her for a year, during which time no commnnicar 
tion whatever shonld pass between them, while she woold 
promise faithfully not to influence Margaret either way. 

** If at the end o^ the year,'' said she, *' you both retain 
for each other the feelings you have now, I will no longer 
object to the marriage, but will make the best of it." 

At first, Henry spumed at the proposition, and when he 
saw that Margaret thought well of it, he reproached her 
with a want of feeling, saying ** she did not lore him as she 
had once done." 

" I shall not forget you, Henry," said Maggie, coming to 
his side and taking his hand in hers, *' neither will you for* 
get me ; and when the year has passed away, only think 
how much pleasanter it will be for us to be married here at 
home, with grandma's blessing on our union I" 

" If I only knew you would prove true I" said Henry^ 
who missed something in Maggie's manner. 

" I do mean to prove true," she answered sadly, though 
at that moment another face, another form, stood between 
her and Henry Warner, who, knowing that Madam Conway 
would not suffer her to go with him on any terms, concluded 
at last to make a virtue of necessity, and accordingly ex* 
pressed his willingness to wait, provided Margaret were al« 
lowed to write occasionally either to himself or Rose. 

But to this Madam Conway would not consent. ** She 
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wished the test to be perfect/' she said, " and anlcss he ac- 
cepted her terms, be must give Maggie up, at once and for- 
erer.'' 

As there seemed no alternative, Henry rather ungraciouslj 
yielded the point, promising to leave Maggie free for a year, 
while she, too, promised not to write either to him or to 
Bose, except with her grandmother's consent. Maggie 
Miller's word once passed. Madam Conway knew it wonld 
not be broken, and she anhesltatingly left the yonng people 
together while they said their parting words. A message 
of lore from Maggie to Rose— a hundred protestations of 
eternal fidelity, and then they parted ; fienry, sad and dis- 
appointed, slowly wending his way back to the spot where 
Hagar impatiently awaited his coming, while Maggie, lean- 
ing from her chamber window, and listening to the soand 
of his retreating footsteps, bmshed away ^ tear, wonderu\g 
the while why it was that tke felt so rdieceeL 
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CHAPTER XVI. 
PEBPLSzirr. 

Halv in Borrow, half in joy, old Hagar list^n^ to tbfl 
story which Henry told her, standing at her cottage do<Nr. 
In sorrow, because she had learned to like the young man, 
learned to think of him as Maggie's husband, who would 
not wholly cast her off, if her secret should chance to be 
divulged; and in joy, because her idol would be with her yet 
a little longer. 

'' Maggie will be faithful quite as long as you," she said, 
when he expressed his fears of her forgetfulness; and trying 
to console himself with this assurance, he sprang into the 
carriage in which he had come, and was driven rapidly 
away. 

He was too late for the night express, but taking the 
early morning train, he reached New York just as the sun 
was setting. 

"Alone I my brother, alone ?" queried Rose, as he entered 
the private parlor of the hotel where she was staying with 
her aunt. 

"Yes, alone, just as I expected," he answered, somewhat 
bitterly. 

Then very briefly he related to her the particulars of hli 
adventure, to which she listened eagerly, one moment chiding 
herself for the faint, shadowy hope which whispered that 
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possibly Maggie Miller would never be bis wife, and again 
gjmpathi^ag in bis disappointmeat. 

''A year would not be very lopg,^ sbe said "and in tbo 
new fioenes tp wbicb he was going/' a part of it would pass 
rapidly away f and then in ber childlike, guileless manner, 
she drew a glowing picture of the future, when, her own 
health restored, they would return to their old home in 
Leominster, where, after a few months more, he would bring 
to them his bride. 

"You are my«comforting angel, Rose," he said, folding her 
loYii^Iy in his arms, and kissing her smooth white cheek. 
" With such a treasure as yon for a sister, I ought not to 
repine, even though Maggie Miller should never be mine/' 

The words were lightly spoken, and by him soon forgot- 
ten, but Hose remembered them long, dwelling upon them 
in tbe wearisome nights, when in her narrow berth, she 
listened to the swelling sea, as it dashed against the vessel's 
side. Many a fond remembrance, too, she gave to Maggie 
Miller, who, in her woodland home, thought often of the 
travellers on the sea, never wishing that she was with them; 
but experiencing always a feeling of pleasure in knowing 
that sbe was Maggie Miller yet, and should be until next 
year's autumn leaves wer^ falling. 

Of Arthur CarroUton she thought frequently, wishing she 
had not been so rude that morning in the woods, and feeling 
vexed because in his letters to her grandmother, he merely 
said, Eemember me to Margaret." 

"I wish he would write something besides that/' she 
thought, "for I remember him now altogether too much for 
my own good;" and then she wondered "what he would have 
said that morning, if she had not been so cross." 

Y^y little was said to her of him by Madam Conway, 
who, having learned that he was not going to Bnglandf and 
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would ere long retani to them, concladed for a lime to let 
the matter rest, particularly as she knew how mach Maggk 
was already interested in one whom she had resolred to 
hate. Feeling thus confident that all would jet end well, 
Madam Conway was in unusnaliy good spirits, sare. when 
thoughts of Mrs. Douglas senior obtruded themselves npon 
her. Then, indeed, in a most unenviable state of mind, she 
repined at the disgrace which Theo had brought upon them, 
and charged Maggie repeatedly to keep it a secret firom 
Mrs. Jeffrey and Anna, the first of whom made many 
inquiries concerning the family, which she supposed of oourse 
was very aristocratic. 

One day towards the last of November, there came to 
Madam Couway a letter from Mrs. Douglas senior, wonder- 
ful alike in composition and appearance. Directed wrong 
side up, sealed with a wafer, and stamped with a thimble, it 
bore an unmistakable resemblance to its writer, who expressed 
many regrets that " she had not known in the time on't, 
who her illustrious visitors were." 

" If I had known,'' she wrote, " I should have sot the 
table in the parlor certing, for though I'm jdain and home- 
spun, I know as well as the next one what good manners is, 
and do my endeavors to practise it. But do tell a body,'' 
she continued, " where you was, muster day in Wooster. 
I knocked and pounded enough to raise the dead, and 
nobody answered. I never noticed you was deaf when you 
was here, though Betsey Jane thinks she did. If you be, 
I'll send you up a receipt for a kind of intment which Miss 
Sam Babbit invented, and which cures everything. 

*^ Theodoshy has been to see us, and though in my way 
of thinkic', she ain't as handsome as Margaret, she looks as 
well as the ginerality of women. I liked her, too, and av 
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BOOH as the men's winter clothes is off m j hands, I calker- 

late to hare a qailtin', and finish up another bedqnilt to 

send her, for manlike, George has famished up his rooms 

with all sorts of nioknacks, and got only two blankets, and 

two Marsales spreads for his bed* So Fve sent 'em down 

the herrin'-bone and risin' sun quilts for every day wear, as 

I don't belieye in nsin' your best things all the time. My 

old man says I'd better let 'em alone ; bat he's got some 

qaeer ideas, thinks you'll sniff yoar nose at my letter, and 

all that, bat I't» more cAar% for folks, and well I might 

hare, bem' that's my name. 

" Chabut Douglas." 

To this letter were appended three different postscripts. 
In the first Madam Conway and Maggie were cordially 
invited to visit Charlton again ; in the »ec(md Betsey Jane 
sent her regrets; while in the third Madam Conway was 
particularly requested to excuse baste and a bad pen. 

" Disgusting creature I" was Madam Conway's exclama- 
tion, as she finished reading the letter, then tossing it into 
the fire she took up another one, which had come by the 
same mail, and was from Theo herself. 

After dwelling at length upon the numerous calls she 
made, the parties she attended, the compliments she received, 
and her curiosity to know why her grandmother came back 
that day, she spoke of her recent visit in Charlton. 

" You havd been there, it seems," she wrote, " so I need 
Ao% particularize, though I know how shocked and disap- 
pointed you must have been ; and I think it very kind in 
you not to have said anything upon the subject, except that 
you had called there, for George reads all my letters, and I 
would not have his feelings hurt. He had prepared me in 
a measure for the visit, but the reality was even worse thaw 
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I Anticipated. And still thaj ar6 the> kiadest iioartod peo* 
pie in the world, while Mr. Poog^ ifl a B»aB, ihBf aiy, d 
excellent sense. Qeorge nev^r lirad «t home mooht and 
their heathenish ways mortifj hUn I know; thoagb ht Aever 
says a word, except tbi^t they aj!^ his parents. 

'' People here respect (Jeorge, too, quite as mnoh aa if ha 
were a Cantoo/^ and I sometlDies tbiak tbegr fike him aU the 
better for being so kind to bis old lather, vho comea fre- 
quently to the store. Grandmi^ I begia to. think difEBreDtly 
of some things from what I did. Birth ftad blood do not 
make much difference in this coantry, at ieast 9 and still I 
must ackflowJedge that I should feel dreadfully if I did not 
loTe George and know that he is the kindest hosband in the 
world.'* 

. The letter closed with a playfiil insinuation that as Henry 
Warner had gone, Maggie might possibly marry Arthur 
CarroUton, and so make amends for the disgrace wMch 
Theo had unwittingly brought upon the Conway line. 

For a long time after finishing the above, Madam Conway 
sat rapt in thought. Could it be possible that during all 
her life, she had labored under a mistake 7 Were birth and 
family rank really of no consequence ? Was George just 
as worthy of respect as if he had descended directly from 
the Scottish race of Douglas, instead of belonging to that 
vulgar woman f " It may be so in America,*' she sighed ; 
^* but it is not true of England," and sincerely %oping that 
Theo's remark concerning Mr. CarroUton might prove true, 
she laid aside the letter, and for the remainder of the day, 
busied herself with preparations for the return of Arthur 
CarroUton, who had written that he should be idth them 
on the first of December, 

The day came, and, unusually excited, Maggie flitted from 



Fifi&PLEXITY. m 

room to room, seeiug that eyery thing wcus in order, vomder 
ing how he would meet her and if he had forgivea hef 
for having been so cross at their last intendew in the wooda 
The effect of ^very suitable dress in her wardrobe was tried, 
and she. decided at last upon a crimson and Uack merino, 
which harmonized well with her dark eyes and hair. The 
dress was singularly becoming, and feeling quite well satis- 
fied with the face and form refleeted by her mirror, she 
descended to the parlor, where any doubts she might have 
had concerning her personal appearance were pat to flight 
by Anna Jeffrey, who, with a feeling of envy, asked '' if she 
had the scarlet fever I" referring to her bright color, and 
saying, she " did not think too red a face becoming to any 
one, particularly to Margaret, to whom it gave a hlofcs^ 
look, such as she had more than once heard Mr. Carrollton 
say he did not like to see I" 

Margaret knew well that the dark-browed girl would give 
almost anything for the roses blooming on her cheeks ; so 
she made no reply, but simply wished Anna would return to 
England, as for the last two months she had talked of doing 
It was not quite dark, and Mr. Carrollton, tf he came that 
night, would be with them soon. The car whistle had 
sounded some time before, and Maggie's quick ear caught at 
last the noise of the bells in the distance. Nearer and 
nearer they came ; the sleigh was at the door, and forget> 
ting everything but her own happiness, Maggie ran out to 
meet their guest, nor turned her glowing face away when he 
stooped down to kiss her. He had forgiven her ill-nature, 
she was certain of that,juid very joyfully she led the way 
to the parlor, where as the full light of the lamp fell upon 
him she started involuntarily ,4^6 seemed so dianged. 

" Are you sick 7" she asked, and her voice expressed the 
deep anxiety she felt. 
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Forcing back a slight congb and smiling down npon be? 
he answered cheerfally, " Oh no, not sick. Canada alf 
does not agree with me ; that's all. I took a severe cold, 
soon after my arrival in Montreal," and the congh he had 
attempted to stifle, now bnrst forth, sonnding to Maggie, 
who thought only of consnmption, like an echo from the 
grave. 

" Oh, I am so sorry," she answered sadly, and her eyes 
filled with tears, which she did not try to conceal, for look- 
ing through the window across the snow-clad field on which 
the winter moon was shining, she saw instinctively another 
grave beside that of her mother. 

Madam Conway had not yet appeared, and as Anna Jef- 
frey just then left the room, Mr. Carrollton was for some 
moments alone with Maggie. Winding his arm around her 
waist, and giving her a most expressive look, he said, " Mag- 
gie, are those tears for me P' 

Instantly the bright blushes stole over Maggie's face and 
neck, for she remembered the time when once before he had 
asked her a similar question. Not now, as then, did she/ 
turn from him kway, but she answered frankly, " Yes, they 
are. You look so pale and thin, Fm sure you must be very 
ill." 

Whether Mr. Carrollton liked llowsy complexions or not, 
he certainly admired Maggie's at that mometit, and drawing 
her closer to his side, he said, half playfully, half earnestly, 
" To see you thus anxious for me, Maggie, more than atones 
for your waywardness when last we parted. You are for- 
given, but you are unnecessarily alarmed. I shall be better 
soon. Hillsdale air will do me good, and I intend remain- 
ing here until I am well again. Will you nurse me, Mag- 
gie, just as ray pister Helen would do, were she here ?" 

The right chord was touched, and all the soft, womanly 
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qualities of Maggie Miller's nature were called forth by Ar- 
tiiar Gftrrollton'8 failing health. For several weeks after his 
arrival at Hillsdale he was a confirmed inyalid, lying all 
daj apoQ the sofa in the parlor, while Maggie read to him 
from books which he selected , partly for the purpose of 
amusing himself, and more for the sake of benefiting her and 
improving her taste for literature. At other times, he would 
tell her of his home beyond the sea, and Maggie, listening 
to him while he described its airy halls, its noble parks, its 
shaded walks and musical fountains, would sometimes wish 
aloud that she might one day see that spot which seemed to 
her so much like psfradise. He wished so, too, and often- 
times when, with half-closed eyes, his mind was wandering 
amid the scenes of his youth, he saw at his side a queenly 
figure with features like those of Maggie Miller, who each 
day was stealing more and more into his heart, where 
love for other than his nearest friends had never before 
found entrance. She had many faults, he knew, but these 
he possessed both the will and the power to correct, and as 
day after day she sat reading at his side, he watched her 
bright, animated face, thinking what a splendid woman she 
would make, and wondering if an American rose like her 
would bear transplanting to English soil. 

Very complacently Madam Conway looked on, reading 
aright the admiration which Arthur CarroUton evinced for 
Margaret, who in turn was far from being uninterested in 
him. Anna Jeffirey, too, watched them jealously, ponder- 
ing in her own mind some means by which she could, if possi* 
ble, annoy Margaret; Had she known how far matters had 
gone with Henry Warner, she would unhesitatingly have 
told it to Arthur Garrollton ; but so quietly had the affair 
been managed that she knew comparatively but little. This 
little, however, she determined to tell him, together with 
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a&j embellishments she might see fit to nae. Accordinglj 
one afternoon, when he had been there two months or mon^ 
and Maggie bad gone with her grandmother to ride, sht 
went down to the parlor nnder pretence of getting a book 
to read. He was mnch better now, bat feeling somewhat 
fatigoed from a walk he had taken in the yard, he was re* 
dining npon the s<^a. Leaning orer the rocking-diair 
which stood near by, Anna inqaired for his health, and theo 
asked how loDg since he had heard from home.- 

He liked to talk of England, and as there was nothing 
to him particolarly disagreeable in Anna Jeffirey, he bade 
her be seated. Very willingly she comfJlied with his request, 
and after talking awhile of En^and, announced her inten- 
tion of returning home the last of March. " My aunt prefers 
remaining with Madam Gouway, but I don't like America^'' 
said she, " and I often wonder why I am here.'' 

** I supposed you came to be with ^pur aunt, who, I am 
told, has been to you a second mother," answered Mr. Gar- 
rollton ; and Anna replied, " Ton are right. She could not 
be easy until she got me here, where I know I am not 
wanted ; at least one would be glad to have me leave." 

Mr. GarroUton looked inquiringly at her, and Anna cdki* 
tinned : '' I fully supposed I was to be a companion for Mar- 
garet ; but instead of that she treats me with the utmost 
coolness, making me feel keenly my position as a d^endent.* 

** That does not seem at all like Maggie,'' said Mr. Gar- 
roUton, and with a meaning smile far more expressive than 
words, Anna answered, '' She may not always be alike, bnl 
hush 1 don't I hear bells 7" and she ran to the window, say* 
ing as she resumed her seat, " I thought they had come, 
but I was mistaken. I dare say Maggie has coaxed her 
grandmother to drive by the post office, thinking then 
might be a letter from Henry Warner. 



Her DMDDer affected Mr. Carrollton perceptiblj, bat he 
iD«de no reply ; and Ann* asked ''if he knew Mr. War- 
ner?'' 

" I WW biito in Worcester, I believe,'* he said, and Anna 
edntimiedy " Da you think him a snitable hnsband f or a gir 
like Maggie ?" 

There was a deep flash on Arthur CarrolltOn's cheek, and 
Uft Hps were whiter than their wont as he answered, "I 
know noting of him^ neither did I suppose Miss Miller erer 
thought of him for a hnsband." 

" I know she did at one time," said his tormentor, turn- 
ing the leaves of her book, with well feigned indifference. 
" It was not any secret, or I should not speak of it ; of 
course Madam Conway was greatly opposed to rt, too, and 
forbade her writing to him ; but how the matter is now, I 
do noit positively know, though I am quite sure they are en« 
gaged." 

" Isn't it very close here ? Will you please to open the hall 
door 7" said Mr. Carrollton, suddenly panting for breath ; 
and satisfied with her work, Anna did as desired and then 
left him alone. 

" Maggie engaged I" he exclaimed, ** engaged, when I 
was hoping to win her for myself 1" and a sharp pang shot 
t^oc^b his heart as he thought of givmg to another the 
beautiful girl who had grown so into his love. ** But I am 
glad I learned it in time," he continued, hurriedly walking 
the fl^or, " knew it ere I had done Henry Warner a wrong, 
by telUi^ her of my love, and asking her to go with me to 
my English home, which will be desolate without her. This 
is ^hy she repulsed me in the woods. She knew I 
ought not to speak of love to her. Why didn't I see it be- 
fore; or why has not Madam Conway told me the truth f 
She at least has deceived me," and witl: a feeling of keen 
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disappointment, he continaed to pace the floor, one moment 
resolving to leave Hillsdale at once, and again thinking hov 
impossible it was to tear himself awaj. 

Arthor CarroUton was a perfectly honorable man, and 
once assured of Maggie's engagement, he would neither by 
word or deed do aaght to which the most fastidious lover 
could object, and Henry Warner's rights were as safe with 
him as with the truest of friends. But was Maggie really 
engaged ? Might there hot be some mistake f He hoped 
so at least, and alternating between hope and fear, he 
waited impatiently the return of Maggie, who, with each 
thought of losing her, seemed tenfold dearer to him than 
she had ever been before ; and when at last she came bound- 
ing in, he could scarcely refrain from folding her in his arms, 
and asking of her to think again ere she gave another than 
himself the right of calling her his bride. But she is not 
mine, he thought, and so he merely took her cold hands 
within his own, rubbing them until they were warm. Then 
seating himself by her side upon the sofa, he spoke of her 
ride, asking casually if she called at the post office. 

** No, we did not drive that way," she answered readily, 
adding that the post office had few attractions for her now, 
as no one wrote to her save Theo. 

She evidently spoke the truth, and with a feeling of relief 
Mr. Carrollton thought that possibly Miss Jeffirey might 
have been mistaken ; but he would know at all hazards, 
even though he ran the risk of being thought extremely 
rude. Accordingly that evening, after Mrs. Jeffrey and 
Anna had retired to their room, and while Madam Conway 
was giving some household direction^ in the kitchen, h« 
asked her to come and sit by him as he lay upon the softk, 
himself placing her chair where the lamp light would fall 
fully upon her face and reveal its every expression. Closing 
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the i»ano, she complied with his request, and then awaited 
in silence for what he was to say. 

'< Maggie/' he began, ''you may think me bold, bat there 
is something I yery much wish to know, and^which yon, if 
yon choose, can tell me. From what I have heard, I am 
led to think yon are engaged. Will yon tell me if this is 
true?'' 

The bright color faded oat from Maggie's cheek, while 
her eyes grew darker, than before, and still she did not 
speak* Not that she was angry with him for asking her 
that qaestion ; bat becanse the answer, which, if made at 
ally most be yes, was hard to utter. And yet why shoald 
she hesitate to tell him the truth at once 7 

Alas, for thee, Maggie Miller I The fancied love yoa feel 
for Henry Warner is fading fast away. Arthur OarroUtoa 
is a dangerous rival, and even now, you cannot meet the 
glance of his expressive eyes without a blush I Tour bet* 
ter judgment acknowledged his superiority to Henry long 
ago, and now in your heart there is room for none save 
him. 

" Maggie," he said, again stretching out his hand to take 
the unresisting one whiclf lay upon her lap, ** you need not 
make me other answer save that so plainly written on your 
face. You are engaged, and may heaven's blessing attend 
both you and yours." * 

At this moment Madam Conway appeared, and fearing 
-her inability to control her feelings longer, Maggie precipi- 
tately left the room. Gk>ing to her chamber, she burst into 
% passionate fit of weeping, one moment blaming Mr. Car- 
roUton for having learned her secret, and the next chiding 
herself for wishing to withhold from him a knowledge of her 
engagement. 

" It is not that I love Henry less, I am sure," she thoughti 
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ftod laying her head upon her pillow^ she recalled ew&jHidag 
which had passed between herself and her affianeed hns* 
band, trying to bring back the dden happiness with which 
she had listened to his words of love. Bat it woold not 
?ome ; there was a barrier in the way, Arthar Carrollton as 
he looked when he said so sadly, '' Yon need not teU me^ 
Maggie." 

** Ob, I wish he had not asked me that qdestion,* she 
sighed. ** It has pnt such dreadfol thoughts hito my head; 
And yet I love Henry as well a» e?er ; I know I do, I am 
sare of it, or if I do not, I wUl,'^ and repeating to herself 
again and again the words, ''I will^ I will,'' ehe feU 
asleep. 

Will, however, is not always sabsenrient to on^'s- wishes, 
and daring the finst few days succeeding the incideoft of that 
night, Maggie often found herself wishing Arthar Carrollton 
had nerer come to Hillsdale, he made her so wretched, so 
anhappy. Insensibly, too, she became a very little anamia- 
ble, speaking pettishly to her grandmother, disrespeetfally 
to Mrs Jeffrey, haughtily to Anna, and rarely to Mr. Oar» 
ronton, who, after the lapse of two or three weeks, began 
to talk of returning home m the same vessel with Anna 
Jeffrey, at which time his health would be fally restored. 
Then, indeed, did Maggie awake to the reality that while 
her hand was plighted to one, she loved another — not as 
in days gone by she had loved Henry Warner, but with a 
deeper, more absorbing love. With this knowledge, too, 
there came the thought that Arthar Carrollton had once 
loved her, and but for the engagement now so much regret- 
ted, he would ere this have told her so. Bot it was too kUe, 
too kUe. He would never feel toward her again as he once 
had felt, and bitter tears she shed as she contemplated the 
fast coming future, when Arthar Carrollton would be gone^ 
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V diii^deriiigly tbongfat of the time when Henry Warner 
woald repmt to daim her promiae. 

" I casAot^ cani;iot marry him," she cried, ^ until Fve torn 
thi^ other imago from my heart," and then for many days 
rtie Atroye to rocidl the olden Ioto in vain ; for, planted on 
the sandy soil of childhood, as it were, it had been ont- 
gi^own, and would never again spring into life. '*I will 
write to him exactly bow it is," she sdd at last; ** will tell him 
that the affection I felt for him, conld not haye been what 
a wilBtShoold feel for her hnsband. I wasyonng, had seen 
i^othuKg of the world, knew nothing of gentlemen's society, 
and when he oame with his handsome ^e, and winning 
ways, my interest was awakened. - Sympathy, too, for his 
misfortmie, increased that interest, which grandma's opposi- 
tion tended in no wise to diminish. But it has died oat, 
that fancied lore, and I cannot bring it back. Still, if he 
insists, I will' keep my word, and when he comes next 
antnmn, I will not tell him, No." 

Maggie was very calm when this decision was reached, 
and opening her writing desk she wrote Just as she said she 
would, begging of him to forgive her if she had done him 
wrong, and beseeching Kose to comfort him as only a sister 
like her could do. '* And remember," she wrote at the close, 
" remember that sooner than see you very unhappy, I will 
marry you, will try to be a faithful wife ; though, Henry, I 
would rather not — oh, so much rather not." 

The letter was finished, and then Maggie took it to her 
grandmother, who read it eagerly, for in it she saw a fillfill- 
mcnt of h^ wishes. Very closely had she watched both 
Mr. Oarrollton and Maggie, readily divining the truth, that 
something was wrong between them. But f^om past expe- 
rience, she deemed it wiser not to interfere directly. Mr. 
CarroUton's avowed intention of returning to England, how* 

11 
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ever, startled her, and she was revolying some metliod of 
procedure when Margaret brought to her the letter. 

** I am happier than I can well express^'' she said, whea 
she had fioislied reading it. '' Oh course you haye my pe^ 
miAsion to send it. Bat what has changed you, Maggie f 
Has another taken the place of Henry Warner V 

** Don't ask me, grandma," cried Mag, covering her tttm 
with her hands, '* don't ask me, for indeed I can only tell 
yon that I am Tery unhappy." 

A little skillfal questioning on Madam Conway's part, 
sufficed to explain the whole — ^how constant association with 
Arthur Oarrollton had won for him a place in Maggie's 
heart, which Henry Warner had never filled ; how the 
knowledge that she loved him as she could love no other 
one had faintly revealed itself to her, on the night when he 
asked if she were engaged, and had burst upon her with 
overwhelming power, when she heard that he was gcnng 
home. 

'' He will never think of me again, I know," she said ; 
''but, with my present feelings, I cannot marry Henryi 
unless he insists upon it." 

** Men seldom wish to marry a woman who says she does 
not love them, and Henry Warner will not prove an excep- 
tion," answered Madam Conway ; and, comforted with this 
assurance, Mag folded up her letter, which was soon on its 
way to Cuba. 

The next evening, as Madam Conway sat alone with Mr. 
CarroUton, she spoke of his return to England, expressing 
her sorrow, and asking why he did not remain with them 
longer. 

" I will deal frankly with you, Madam," said he, '* and 
say that if I followed my own inclination I should stay, for 
Hillsdale holds for me an attraction which no other spot 
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{KMNKSses. I refer to your grand-daaghter, who, in the little 
time I baTe known her, bas grown yery dear to me ; so 
dear, that I dare not stay longer where she is, lest I shoald 
loTO her too well, and rebel against yielding her to 
anotber.'' 

For a moment, Madam Conway hesitated; but thinking 
.the case demanded ber speaking, she said, " Possibly, Mr. 
Carr#llton, 1 can make an explanation which w&l show 
tome points in a different light from that in which yon now 
■ee.tbenu Margaret is engaged to Henry Warner, I will 
admit ; but the engagement has become irksome, and yes- 
terday she wrote, asking a release, which he will grant, of 
aonne.'' 

. Instantly, the expression of Mr. GarroUton^s face was 
ehanged, and very intently he listened, while Madam Con- 
way fhtnkly told him the story of Margaret's engagement 
vp to ^ present time, withholding from him nothing, not 
eren Mag's confession of the interest she felt in him, an in- 
terest which bad weakened her girlish attachment for Henry 
Warner. 

" You baye made me very happy,'' Mr. Carrollton said to 
Madam Oonway, as, at a late hour, he bade her good night, 
** happier than I can well express ; for, without Margaret, 
life to me would be dreary, indeed." 

The next morning, at the breakfast table, Anna Jeffrey, 
who was in high spirits with the prospect of haying Mr. 
Carrollton for a fellow-trayeller, spoke of their intended 
yoyage, saying she could hardly wait for the time to come, 
and asking if he were not equally impatient to leave so hof 
rid a country as America. 

" On the contrary," he replied, " I should be sorry to 
leave America just yet. I have, therefore, decided to 
remain a little longer," and his eyes sought the face of Ma% 
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who» Uk her jojfiol sarprisei 4r<^ped thf kaife nith wUdi 
she was helping herself to batter ; wlilk Anna Jeffiref, qoito 
as much astonished, upset her fc<^[efi^ eycliuqiipgy "i\ftl 
l^otTig^ ^7016 / What has changed y<Hir omd f' 

Mr. CarroUton made her no direct replj, and she cob> 
tinned her breakfast in no very aipMaUe n^ood ; while Mag^ 
gie, too moch OTexjoyed to eat^ maiuigedy «re long, to find 
an excnse for leaving the table. l{r. QanoUlon Wished to 
do evei^thing honorably, and so he d^cjMM to a^ nolhiiig 
to Mag of the cause of this jsodden change iu Ifia plan, wlfl 
Henry Warner's answer was recieivedy .a9 due would thai 
feel freer to act as she felt, ^is resplfition^ however, was 
more easily made than kept, and dnring the sacoeediog 
weeks, by actions, if not by words, h^'more tjhMi ofite told 
Maggie Miller how much she was beloved'; and ICi^ggu^ 
trembling with fear lest the cap of haj^inesis ^ist within her 
grasp shqnld be mdely dashed aside, waited iivpatteitly for 
the letter which was to set her firee. Bat weeks went by, 
and Maggie's! heart grew sick with hope ^efimed, lor Aem 
came to her no message from the distant Gaba^ ahem 
where, in auotb^r cha|>ter, we will for a mopfteat go^ 
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BBOf^SB AlTD IS^ t B t i B. 

HtoaaRt Atm/t the aoonlight on the mitttiy iiAe of Otiba, 
iiliAig lightly oa the wate, t^ii^ k(Mj <Mt 1ih6 orange 
greres, aod rtealfaig gently thitotigh the ^aeetii^iit, into the 
twM when a fonng girl lay, irhite^ far thto the fioweri( 
etiewh opoa har piUotr. From t^e eemttieiicetteiit of the 
fejage, Bom had ^rooped^ groiif ag ir^akei* iftery daiy, tintal 
a4 last dl who looked upon her^ ftli tiiaf th« hotaie, oif which 
riie taUeed bo mochy woiM iieVe# agalti be gladdened by her 
presenook Tory tenderly^ Hedfy WaoPaer inirsed her, bear- 
faig her often id Ms anni npoii tiie TeteePe deek,- where she 
oeild breathe fhie finesh nortiing air as it Mme rippHtlg o*er 
the sea. Bat neittier ocean breesd^ nor yet th^ fragrant 
l»eiith of FkiHds^ aroaiatio bow^ra, wlier^ f^ a tim^ they 
Btepfwd, had power to rouse hei" ; and when at IM Havana 
was reaehedy she laid her w^ary head upon her pmow, whie^ 
pering to no one 6f the lore wMih was wearing her lif^ 
away. With nntold aogush at thehr hearts, both ]M littnt 
and Henry watched hei^^ the latter sfarhiking eter tHm the 
thoaghts of losing One #ho seemed a part of his ttitf life. 

" I oannot^Te yom np, my Rose. I ec^Miot liVe Withont 
yon," he said, when once she talked to him of death. " You 
are all the w<»'ld to me/' and laying his head npon her pil- 
low, he wept as men Will sometimes weep orer their ^n# 
great scMrrow. 
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"Don't, Henry," she said, laying her tiny hand i^xm Us 
hair ** Maggie will comfort you when I am gone. She 
will talk to you of me, standing at my grave, for, Henry, 
yon must not leave me here alone. Yon most carry me 
home and bnry me in dear old Leominster, where my' child- 
hood was passed, and where I learned to love you so much ; 
oh, so mnch !" 

There was a mournful pathos in the tone with which the 
last words were uttered, but Henry Warner did not under 
stand it, and covering the little Uue vdned hand idth 
kisses, he promised that her grave should be made at tlie 
foot of the garden in their far off h(m% where the ninaeV 
light fell softly, and the moonbeams gently ahone. That 
evening, Henry sat alone by Bose, who had foUen into a 
disturbed slumber. For a time he took Ho notice of the dis- 
connected words Ae nttened in her dreams, but when, at 
last, he heard the sound of his own name^ he drew near, 
and bending low, listened with mingled emotions of joy, 
sorrow and surprise to a seor^ which, waking, she would 
never have' told to iim, above all others. She loved him— 
the fair girl he called his sister-^nt not as a dster loves, 
and now, as 1^ stood by her, with the knowledge thrilling 
every nerve, he. remembered many by-gone scenes, where, 
but for his blindness, he would have seen how every pulsa- 
tion of her heart throbbed alone for him, whose hand was 
plighted to another, and that other no unworthy rival 
Beautiful, very beautiful, was the shadowy form which, at 
that moment^ seemed standing at his side^ and his heart 
went out towards her as the one above all others to be his 
bride. 

'' Had I known it sooner," he thought, *' known it before 
1 met the peerless Mag, I might have taken Rose to my 
bosom and loved her, it may be, with a deeper love thai 
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tliat I fed for Maggie Miller, for Rose is eyerytbing to me 
She has made aod keeps me what I am, and how can I lei 
her die, when I have the power to save her V* 

There was a movement upon the pillow. Rose was 
waking, and as her soft blue eyes unclosed and looked np in 
his face, he wound his arms aronnd her, kissing her lips, as ^ 
never before he had kissed her. She was not his sister 
now — ^the veil was torn away — a new feeling had been 
awak^ied, and as days and weeks went by there gradually 
crept in between him and Maggie Miller a new love — even a 
love for the fair-haired Rose, to whom he was kinder, if 
possible, than he had been before, though he seldom kissed 
her lips, or caressed her in any way. 

"It wonldrbe wrong," he said, "a wrong to himself — a 
wrong to her-^^-and a wrong to Maggie Miller, to whom his 
troth was plighted," and he did net wish it otherwise, he 
thoaght ; though insensibly there came over him a wish that 
Maggie herself might weary of the engagement, and seek 
to break iL " Not l^at he loved her the less," he reasoned, 
'* but that he pitied Rose the more." 

In this manner time passed on, until at last there came to 
him Moggies letter, which had been a long time on the sea. 

''I expected it," he thoaght, as he finished reading it, 
and though conscious for a moment of a feeling of disap 
pointment, the iettei' brought him far more pleasure than 
pain. 

Of Arthur Carrollton no mention had been made, but he 
readily guessed the truth; and thinking ''it is well," he laid 
the letter aside and wept back to Rose, deciding to say 
nothing to her then. He would wait until his own feelings 
were more perfectly defined. So a week went by, and again, 
as he had often done before, he sat with her alone in the stilly 
night, watdied her as she slept, and thinking how beautiful 



Blie wUy witJi h^ goldeo hiir AmSag hat diDdU fiieft, kef 
long ejelashfis resting oa her cbeek, sad her little haadf 
folded meeklj opon her boeoni. 

** She 18 too beaatifid to die^" he moniiBred, presBuig a 
kiss upon her lips. 

This act awoke her, and toning towaida him she said, 
" Was I dreaming^ Henrj, or did joa kisB me as you ased 
to dor ^ 

'' Not dreaming, Bose," he a as w or e d th em rather faor* 
riedly he added, ''I have a letter firam Maggie WSksr, and 
ere I answer it^ I would read ii to yos. Ou yoa hear it 
now?" 

"Tes, yes,'' she whLaptfed fiuntly, ''read it to me, 
Henry;" and taming her &oe away, she fisteimd, while he 
read that Maggie Miller, grown weary of her trofth, asked • 
release from her engagement. 

He finished reading, and thra waited in sileaoe to hear 
what Bose woold say. Bat for a time she did not speak. 
All hope for herself had long since died sway, and now she 
experienced only sorrow for Henry's dis^qKnntment. 

« My poor brother," she said at last^ torauig her Hcb to- 
wards him and taking his hand in hen ; '''I am sorry 
for yoo — to lose as both, Maggie sad me. What will yoa 
dor 

" Bose," he said, bending so low that his brown locks 
mingled with the yellow tresses of her hair, ''Bose, I do 
not regret Maggie Miller's decision, nether do I blame her 
for it. She is a noble, trae-hearted girl, and so long as I 
live I shall esteem her highly ; bat I^ too, have changed— 
haye learned to lore another. Will yon ssndion this new 
loTe, dear Bose 7 Will yoa say that it is right V 

The white lids closed wearily oTer the eyes of blue, bni 
they coald not keep back the tears whidi rolled iowv 



BBOfBISB AKD BBfEB. til 

her face, as she answered somewhat sadly, " Who is it, 
Henry ?" 

There was another moment of snence, and then he 
whispered in her ear, " People call her fiose ; J once called 
her sister; bat my heart now claims her for something 
nearer. My Bose,'' he contanned, " shall it be f Will yon 
live for my sake? WiU yoa be ay w^ V 

The shock was too sadden — ^too great, and neither on that 
night, nor yet the sacoeediag day^ had Bose the power to 
answer. Bat as the dew of heayen is to the parched and 
dying iotrer, io weito these wordff nf Vom to her, imparting 
»t ones Bew life and ttrcngth, nakiiig her as it ir«ro ano^er 
oreatoiid. The question ai&ed thai night wo oneipectedly, 
was BOBverad at ktt ; «nd then with ahnrnt |Mfft6t happi- 
MSB s^ bar iMrt^ ahe^ too, added a few linei to the letter 
wUeb Heof^r aeiit to Maggie Miller, oter wkoito ]^thway, 
hifthMio m bright^ a feiorfei ibadow wai feDiflg^ 
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CHAPTER XVm.' 

THS FEBDLEtL 

Is was a lainy A{irfl:claj— -a daj wfaidi predoded all (m^ 
tdoor eKeraaa^ and Hagar Warren, from, tha wiadOfir <^ ber 
lonely cabin, watched ia Tafai for the comhig of Maggia" 
Milkur. It was sow more than a week nioa^siie had been 
there, for both Arthnr OarroUton and hers^ had accom- 
panied the disapfKHntcd Anna Jeffirej. to New Yorkj gcAog 
with her on board the reaiel which was to taka hwfirmn s 
country she bo affected to dislike. 

" I dare say yon'U be Maggie tomihodf dseerel meet yon 
again,'' she sud to Maggie, at parting, and Mr. Garrollton, 
on her jonmey home, fonnd it hard to keep from asking her 
if for the " somebody else," she wonld snbstitnte his name 
and so be " Maggie Garrollton." 

This, howeyer, he did not do ; bnt his attentions were so 
marked, and his manner toward her so affectionate, that 
ere Hillsdale was reached^ there was in Maggie's mind no 
longer a donbt as to the natnre of his feelings toward her. 
Arrived at home, he kept her constantly at his side, while 
Hagar, who was suffering from a slight attack of fhenmatism, 
and conld not go np to the stone honse, waited and watched, 
thinking herself almost willing to be teased for the seerei, if 
she conld once more hear the sound of Maggie's Toice. The 
secret, howe?er, had been forgotten in the exciting scenei^ 
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throogh wbidi Maggie had passed sioce first she learned of 
its existeDce ; and it was now a long, long time since she 
had mentioned it to Hagar^ who each daj grew more and 
more determined never to reveal it. 

'' My- life is almost ended/' she thought, '' and the secret 
shall go with me to mj grave. Margaret will be happier 
without it, and it shall not be revealed." 

Tkns she reasoned on that rainy afternoon, when she sal 
waiting for Maggie, who, she heard, had returned the day 
before. Slowly the hours dragged on, and the night 
shadows fell at last upon the forest trees, creeping into the 
corners of Hagar's room, resting iqson the hearthnstoiie 
falling upon the window pane, creeping up the wall, and 
affecting Hagar with a nameless fear of some impending 
evil. This fear not even the flickering flame of the lamp, 
which she lighted at last^ and placed upon the mantel, was 
able to dispel, for the shadows grew darker, folding them- 
selves around her heart, until she covered her eyes with her 
bands, lest some goblin shape should spring into life before 
her. 

The sound of the gate latch was heard, and footsteps 
were approaching the door ; not the boanding step of Maggie, 
but a tramping tread, followed by a heavy knock, and the 
next moment a tall, large man appeared before her, asking 
shelter for the night. The pack he carried showed him at 
once to be a peddler, and upon a nearer view, Hagar recog* 
nized in hitn a stranger who, years before, had craved her 
hospitality. He had been civil to her then ; she did not 
fear him now, and she consented to his remaining, thinking 
his presence there might dispel the mysterious terror hang- 
ing around her. But few words passed between them that 
night, for Martin, as he called himself, was tired, and after 
partaking of the supper she prepared, ho retired to rest The 
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next morniDg, however, he was more talkailTe, kindlj en 
lightening her with regard to his business, his fiunOy and 
his place of residence, which last he said was in Menden, 
Oounecticat. 

It was a long time since Hagar had heard that name, and 
now, taming qnicklj towards hfan, she said, "MBridm? 
That is where my Hester lived, and where her hnsband cUed.'' 

'' I want to know,'' retomed the Yankee peddler. ** What 
might have been his name T* 

"Hamilton, Nathan Hamilton. Did 70a know himf 
He died nineteen years ago, this coming smnmer." 

" JBgzadly P* ejacolated the peddler, setting down his pack. 
Mid himself taking a chair, preparatory to a long talk 
" Egzactly ; I knowed him like a book. Old Sqwiire Ham> 
pleton, the biggest man in Meriden, and yon don't say his 
last wife, that tall, handsome gal, was yonr darter V* 

'* Yes, she was my daughter,'' answered Hagar, her whole 
fiEu^ glowing with the interest she feH, in talking fbr the 
first time in her life with one who had known her daughter's 
hosband, Maggie's father. "Yon knew her. Yon hare 
seen her?'' she continned; and Martin answered, '' Seen her 
a hundred times, 111 bet. Any how, I sold ber the weddin' 
gown, and now I think on't, she favored you* She was a 
likely person, and I alius thougi^ that proud sister of hn'n, 
the widder Warner, might have been in better business than 
takin' them children away as she did, because he married 
his hired gal. But if s as well for them, I is^poM, particn. 
larly for the boy, who is one of the ftnt young men bi 
Wooster, now. Keeps a big store I" 

''TFoTfiar, Wa/mer f* interrupted old Hagar, the nameless 
terror of the night before creeping again into her heart. 
** Whose name did you say was Warner V 

** The hvSH on 'em, boy, girl and all, is called Wanwr. 
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BOW*^*4mB Bose^ and t'otherfHeiuy,^ aniwered the peddler, 
perfectly delighted with the interest maoifested bj his andi^ 
tor, who, grasping at the bedpost and moTing her hand rap- 
idl^.before her eyes, as if to clear away a mist which had 
settled there, cmitiniied, '' I remember now Hester told me 
of the children ; but one, she said, was a stepchild, thai 
wmA the boy, wan^t it V and her wild, Uack eyes had in 
liiem a look of nnotierable anxiety, wholly incoaprehensi^ 
Ue te the peddler, who, instead of answering her qnestioii 
■aid^ *' What ails yon woman f Tour iisoe is as white as a 
piece of paper f^ 

« Thinking of Hester always afifecte me so,'' she answered { 
iad stretching her hands beseediingly towards him, she 
entreated him to say if Henry were not the stepchild. 

'' No ma/mif h£ wamH/^ answered the peddler^ who, like a 
great many talkatiye people, pretended to know more than 
he really did, and who in thiA paarticalar instance, was cer- 
tainly misti^n. "I can tell fon egiftaotly how that is; 
Henry was Hie son tf Mr. Hampleton's first ituuri^^, JStmy 
HimpUMk The seeond wifb, the one yoiu^ darter liVi^ 
witb, iNis the ivUUer Wa/ni»i and had a little pi\^ lUm^ 
when she manned Mr^ Hamj^totl. this Widder Wamei^ 
hnsband^s broths manfed Mr; fiampletoil'il ifafer, th6 
woman who took the childiM, and had Henry change hb 
teme to Warner. The Hamptetons and Warners wer^ 
mighty big feelin' folks, and the old Sqdre's match mortis 
iled ^em cbreadfnlly.'' 

*^ Where are they How V gasped Hagar, ho|rfng there 
adght be some mistime. 

** There yon^vie got me F answered Martin. " I haven't 
seen 'em this dozen year ; bnt the last I heard. Miss Wcu^ 
ner and Rose was liyin' in Leominster, and Henry was in a big 
store in Wooster. But what the plagne is the matter V he 
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continiied, almnned at the ej/prmaadn at Hagar's &ee, ai 
well as at the strangeness of her manner. 

Wringing her hands as if she woold wrench her fingers 
from their sockets, she clatched at her long white hair, and 
rocking to and fro, moaned " woe is me, and woe the daj 
when I was born." 

From ererj one sare her grandmother, Margaret had 
kept the knowledge of her changed feelings towards Heniy 
Warner ; aad looking npon a marriage between the two aa 
an event snrelj expected, old Hagar was overwhelmed with 
grief and fear. Falling at last npon her knees, she cried, 
** Had yon cut my throat from ear to eaf, old man, yon 
could not have. hurt me more. Ob, that I had died years and 
years ago 1 but I must live now, UveT she screamed, spring* 
ing to her feet — '' live to prevent the wroDg my own wick- 
edness has caused." 

Perfectly astonished at what. he saw and heard, the pod- 
iler attempted to question her, buttailiqg to obtain any satis- 
factory answers, )ie finally left, mentally pronouncing her, 
«< as crazy a^ a. loon." This opinion was confirmed by the 
people 9n whom he next called, for, chancing to speak of 
Hagar, )yB -was told that nothing vfl^icb.she did or said was 
considered strange, as she had been<^ed insane for years. 
This satisfied Martin, who made.no further mention of her, 
and thus the scandal, which his story might otherwise have 
produced, was prevented. 

In the meantime, on her face old Hagar lay, moAning bit* 
terly. ** My sin has found me out, found me out ; and just 
when I thought it never need be known. For myself, I do 
not care ; but Maggie^ Maggi£,how can I tell her that she 
is bone of my booe, blood of my blood, flesh of my flesh— 
and me, old Hagar Warren I" 

It would be impossible to describe the scorn and int^isi 
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iMtbing coocfiotratied in the tones of Hagar'g roioa as dM 
nttered these last words, **and me, old Hagtur WamnF 
Had ske indeed beeUithe veriest wretch on earth, she could 
not have hated herself more than she did in that honr of her 
humiliation, when, with a loud roice, she cried, " let me die, 
oh, let me die, and it will nerer be known !" Then, as she 
reflected upon the terrible consequence which would ensue 
were she to die and make no sign, &he wrung her hands 
despairingly, crying, '' Life, life, yes, give me life to tell her 
of my guilt ; and then it will be a blessed rest to die. Oh, 
Margaret, my precious child, I'd giro my heart's blood, drop 
by drop, to sare you ; but it can't be ; you must not wed 
your father's son ; oh, Maggie, Maggie, Maggie T 

Fainter and fainter grew each succeeding word, and 
when the last was spoken, she fell again upon her face, 
unconscious and forgetful of her woe. Higher and higher 
in the hearens rose the morning sun, stealing across the win- 
dow-sill, and shining aslant the floor, where Hagar still lay 
in a deep, deathlike swoon. An hour passed on, and then 
the wretched woman came slowly back to life, her eyes 
lighting up with joy, as she whispered, " it vfos a dream, 
thank heaven, 'twas a dream ;" and then growing dim with 
tears, as the dread reality came over her. The first fearful 
burst of grief was passed, for Hagar now could weep, and 
tears did her good, quelling the feverish agony at her heart. 
Not for herself did she suffer so much as for Mag, trembling 
for the effect the telling of the secret would have on her. 
For it fnust be told. She knew that full well, and as the 
tun fast neared the western horizon, she murmured, " Oh, 
will she come to-night, will she come to-night ?" 

Yes, Hagar, she will. Even now her feet, which, when 
Hhey backward turn, will tread less joyously, are threading 
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dub woodhHid path. The hmlPwwf rock k T^wheft— mfti^tf 
and aearior ahe oom^st — her Aaddw tiiiye across the floor— 
her hand is on your ahn— her Toioe k ia jeoT ear^^Maggii 
lliller is at year side-^HeaTan help ]pom tott t 
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'^ Aagat t Hagar P* exclamied Mag, pla^fblly botmding 
JO lier side, ai^d laying her hand upon het arm ; ** What ail* 
eth thee, Hagar V* 

The words were itiete, ibf nereis Haga^ hi the desert, 
thirstiiig for the gnshhig foantain, suffered more thaa did 
she who sat with covered faoe and made no word of answer. 
Maggie was nnttsoilllj happjr thli^t day, foir but a few hoars 
before she had recdred Henry's letter, mi^hig her free- 
free to lore Arthur GarroUton, who she well knew only 
waited a farorable opportonity to tell her his lore ; so 
with a heart ftill of happiness she had stolen away to visit 
Hagar, reproaching hersrif as she oame for baling neglected 
her so long. '* Bat I'll make amends, by telling her what 
I'm snre she most hare gaessed," she tjioaght, as she en* 
tered the cottage, Where, to her sarprise, she fonnd her 
weqiing. Thinking the old woman's distress might possibly 
be occasioned by her neglect, slie spoke again-^^' Are yod 
crying for me, Hagar f " 

** Tes, Maggie Miller, for yow^or ycu .^' answered Hagar, 
lifting «p a face so ghastly white, that Maggie started bock 
fai s(Hne alarm. 

" toot Hagar, yon are ill," she said, and advancing nearer 
die wound her arms aroand the trembling form, and pillow* 
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ing the snowy head npon her bosom, continued soothingly^ 
'* I did not mean to stay away so long. I will not do it 
again, bat I am so happy, Hagar, so happy that I half fo^ 
got myself." 

For a moment Hagar let her head repose upon the bosom 
cf her child, then murmuring softly, "it will never lie there 
again," she arose, and, confronting ilaggie, said, " Is it lore 
which makes you so happy ?" 

" Yes^ Hagar, lactj^ answered Mfu^gar^ the deep blushes 
stealing over her glowing face. 

" And is it your intention to marry the maq you love 7' 
continued Hagar, tliinking paly of Henry Waraer, while Ma^ 
garet, thinking only of Arthur Carroll ton, replied, "If he 
will marry me, I shall most surely marry him." 

" It is enough. I most tell her," whisper^ Hagar ; while 
Maggie asked, " Tell me wh^t 7" 

For a moment the wild eyes fasteoed themselves upon her 
with a look of yearning anguish, ^\A then Hagar answered 
slowly, " Tell you what you've often wisfai^ to know — my «• 
erfi P* the last word dropping from her lips more like a 
warning hiss than like a human sound. It was long since 
Mag had teased for the secret* so absorbed had she been in 
other matters, but now l^at there was a prospect of know« 
ing it, her curiosity was reawakened, and whUe her eyes 
glistened with ezpectatioii, she said, " Tes, tell it to me^ 
Hagar, and then Pll tell yoa mine ;".and all over herbeanli 
ful face there shone a joyous light as she thought how Ha- 
gar, who had once pronounced Henry Warner, no wortt^Tf 
would rejoice in her new love. 

''Not here, Maggie — ^not here in this ro<HB can I tdl 
you," said old Hagar ; " but out in the open air, where my 
breath will come more freely ;" and leading the way, she 
hobbled to the mossy bank, where Mag had sat with At* 
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ihar Garrolltoi: on the morning of bis depaxtnre for Mon^ 
treaL 

Here she sat down, while Maggie threw herself upon th« 
damp ground at her feet, her face lighted with eager curiosity,, 
and he^ lustrous eyes bright as stars with the excitement. 
For a moment Hagar bent forward, and folding her hands 
one aboTe the other, laid them upon the head of the jonng 
girl as if to gather strength for what she was to saj. But 
all in rain ; for when she essayed to speak, her tongue dfiYe 
to the roof of her mouth, and her lips gave forth unmean« 
ing sounds. 

" It must be something terrible to affect her so,'' thought 
Mag, and taking the bony hands between her own, she said, 
'* I would not tell it, Hagar ; I do not wish to hear." 

The Toice aroused the half-fainting woman, and withdraw- 
ing her hand from Maggie's grasp, she replied, " Turn away 
your face, Margaret Miller, so I cannot see the hatred set- 
tling OTCIP it, when I tell you what I must." 

'' Certainly ; my back if you prefer it," answered Mag, 
half playfully ; and turning around, she leaned her head 
against the feeble knees of Hagar. 

*' Maggie, Maggie,^ began the poor old woman, lingering 
long and lovingly oyer tha^ dear name,. '' nineteen years 
ago, next December, I took upon my soul the secret sin 
which has worn my life away, but I did it for the love I had 
for you. Oh, Margaret, belicTe it, for the love I had for 
yow, more than for my own ambition f and the long fingers 
slid nervously over the bands of shining hair just within her 
teach. 

At the touch of those fingers, Mag shuddered involun- 
tarily. There was a vagne, undefined terror stealing over 
her, and impatient to know the worst, she said, ** Oo on, tell 
me what you did." 



"< / caiiH^I coi^l— and yet I mM,^ eriM Hi^. ^Ton 
were a beautiful babj, Mag, and the other one was siekly, 
pinched and bine. I had yoii both ia my room the ni^ht 
after Hester died ; and the dM^Mi^gfe^ do fda know 
how the devil trill creep into the heart, ikad il^isf]^, #tupef 
till the bitein is all on fire 1 This thin^^ he did to tee, H^ 
gie, nineteen yeturs i^, he iHiispei!^ed--#hii^p€ihfd ffi^eadfbi 
things, and h!s whisperings wtre df ffoinJ* 

'^; Horrible I Ea^r," exdtiiined Haggle. ^' L^te the 
deril, and tell ine of yoarsetf." 

** That's it," answered Hagar. '' If I had bnt left him 
then, ihid boor wodd neyer have eome to m^; biii I ibtened, 
aad when he told nie that a handsome, healthy child, would 
be more acceptable to the! Gonwajs than a weakly, fitltful 
One^wheh he said that Hagiir WkMv^s gri&ndtfhild had 
far better t>e a lady than a drudge^-^tfaat no one would ever 
know it, for bone had notided eithe^^j didU^ ita{^ MU- 
lor ; I took you frotn ihtpm hoatd dradte, i/dlin ytfIL lay— ^2 
dressed ycni in ike oither hah^s doiheah^I laid fok oH htr pir 
lovh^I wrajipiBd her in yimt mvrse iohite ftodc-^I stiid thai 
she was mine, trnd Mcurga/ret-^^k He&ten ! ttvu^i you M U1 
DokH you khffw thai J, the shtiteBed, Hdn/ilf lUlg, vho tdls you 
thu, AM Yotm bwir grandkotheb 1 1"^ 

There liras no need for Maggie kitlei- to Imswcf^ that 
appeal The words had hbdtm^ iht6 her soul — sOdrdiiDg 
her very life-blodd, fthd tnaddehing h^ bhdn. It was a 
fearfoi blow-^^crusfaing her at onee. She sa# ft all, tthd6^ 
stood it all, and knew there wits iio hope, lire fbtniiy pride, 
at which she had often laughed, was strong within hef and 
could not at once be rooted out. All the fond hodseihold 
niemories, though desecrated find tnimpkd down, were not 
so soon to be forgotten^ She could hot own that half-craaed 
woman for her grandmother 1 As Hagar talked^ shd bad 
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rifles tq hex feet, aud now, tall and erect as the mopiitaMi 
ash wblcb gsew qi^ ^er oativ^ hiUs, £he stopd before her, 
eTerj yestige of color faded from her facei, her lejee dark aa 
Biidqight uffA glpwiiig like x^^als of liyipg ire, while her 
hands, locked despairinglj together, zopv^d s^oif ly towards 
H<^r, as if tp t|bf ost her fvside, 

*' Ob, ^ak agaLo^" she ^aid, ^' bat not the ^raadfol words 
yoa said to me just now. Tell me they are fabe-Hsaj that 
mj father p^r^hi^d in tj^iie storm, that my mother wa9 she 
who held ine ft^ her bosoipi when eihc died— rthat I— roh, 
Hagar^ f(m n^-^I mil ^at be tk$ (^iafure jf^a sa^ I am. 
Speak to me," she continaed, ^^teUnt^isit tru^V^ and in hef 
Toice there was not tfte ol^en sound. 

Hoarse — hollow — full of reproachful aDgoish It seemed, 
and bowing her head in very shanae, old Hagar made her 
answer : " Would to heaven Hwere not tr«e — but 'tis — U 
is I K31 me, iMaggie},'' she continued, '* strike me dead, if 
you will, but take your eyes away. You mast not look thus 
at in«^ a heart-b^pken wretch." 

But not of Qagar Warren was Maggie thinking thoa. 
The past, the prQsent^ and the future were all embodied in 
her^O(]^ts. She had been an intruder all her life ; ha4 
ruled ^ith a high hand people on whom she hs^l no claim, and 
who, ,ha4 they known her parentage, wpa,ld have spurned 
her from them. Thep, whom she had held in her arms so 
oft, calling he^r sister and loving her as such, was hers no 
loager ; nor yet the fond woman who had cherished her so. 
ten^erly-r-uelther were hers ; and in fwcy she saw the look 
of scprn upon that woman's face, when she should hear the 
tale^ for it must be told, and shz must tell it top. She 
would not he an impostor ; and theu there flashed upon her 
the agonizing thought, before which all else seemed as 
naag1;it— in the proud heart of Ai'thur Carrolltpu was thact 
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a place for Hagar Warren's grandchild f **No . noinof^ 
she moaned ; and the next moment she lay at Hagar's feet, 
white, rigid and insensible. 

*' She's dead I" cried Hagar ; and for one brief instant 
■he hoped that it was so. 

But not then and there was Margaret to die ; and slowly 
she came back to life, shrinking firom the tonch of Hagar's 
band, when she felt it on her brow. 

'' There may be some mistake," she whispered; bat Hagar 
answered, " there is none f at the same time relating so 
minutely the particulars of the deception, that Maggie was 
oonyiuced, and covering her face with her hands, sobbed 
aloud, while Hagar, sitting by in silence, was nerving her 
self to tell the rest. 

The sun had set, and the twilight shadows were stealing 
down upon them, when creeping abjectly upon her knees 
towards the wretched gurl, she said, " There is more, Maggie, 
more — I have not told you all." 

But Maggie had heard enough, and exerting all her 
strength, she sprang to her feet, while Hagar clutched 
eagerly at her dress, which was wrested from her grasp, as 
Maggie fled away — away — she knew not, cared not whither, 
so that she were beyond the^each of the trembling voice, 
which called after her to return. Alone in the deep woods, 
with the darkness falling around her, she gave way to the 
mighty sorrow which had come so suddenly upon her. She 
could not doubt what she had heard. She knew that it was 
true, and as proof after proof crowded upon her, until the 
chain of evidence was complete, she laid her head upon the 
rain-wet grass, and shudderingly stopped her ears, to shut 
out, if possible, the memory of the dreadful words, " I, the 
shrivelled, skinny hag, who tells you this, am your own grand- 
mother." For a long time she lay there thus, weeping till 
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(be fountain of ber tears seemed dry ; then weary, faint, and 
rick, she started for her borne. Opening cantionsly the oatef 
door, she was gliding np the stairs, when Madam Oonway, 
entering the- ball witb a lamp, discoyered her, and nttered 
an exclamation of surprise at the strangeness of her appear- 
ance. Her dress, be-draggled and wet, was torn in several 
places by the briery bushes she had passed ; her hair, loos- 
ened from its confinement, hung down her back, while her 
fiice was so white Mid ghastly, that Madam Oonway in much 
alarm followed her np the stairs, asking what had hap* 
pened. 

** Something dreadful came to me in the woods," said 
Maggie, '^ but I can't tell you to-night. To-morrow I shall 
be better — or dead— oh, I wish I could he dead — before you 

bate me so; deargramd No I didn't mean that — ^you cnn't; 

forgiye me, do," and sinking to the floor, she kissed the very 
hem of Madam Conway's dress. 

Unable to understand what she meant. Madam Oonway 
divested her of her damp clothing, and placing her in bed, 
sat down beside her, saying gently, ** Oan you tell ine now 
what frightened you 7'^ 

A faint cry was Maggie's only answer, and taking the 
lady's hand, she laid it upon her forehead, where the drops 
of perspiration were standing thickly. All night long Madam 
Oonway sat by h^, going once to communicate with Arthur 
Oarrollton, who, anxious and alarmed, came often to the 
door, asking if she slept. She did sleep at last — a fitful feve^ 
ish sleep ; but ever at the sound €i Mr. OarroUton's voice a 
spasm of pain distorted her features, and a low moan came 
^rom her lips. Maggie had been terribly excited, and when 
next morning she awoke, she was parched with burning 
fever, while her mind at intervals seemed wandering ; and 
ere two days were passed, she was raving with deliriuQi, 
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brought on, the phystciaa said, bj some nuiden ahockf tlM 
nature of which no one could even giiess. 

For tiiree weeks she horered l^tween M^e and death, 
whiq[)efing oft of the '* horrid shape irhich had met her in 
the woods, robbing her qf happiness and life.^ Wii^Ung 
her feeble arms argnnd Madam Conway's neck, she w(Ndd 
b^ of her most piteoosly " not to ca^t her oJOr-— 4D^t to send 
Her away from the only home f he had ever known — for I 
eopldn't help it/' she would say. ** I didn^t know it^ and 
Pye loyed you all so mucl^ — so much 1 Say, grandma, may 
I call yon grandma all the same? JViU you lore poor 
Maggie a little i^ and Madam Conway, listening to words 
whose meaning she could not fathom, would answer by lay* 
ing the aching head upon her bosom, and trying to soothe 
the excited girl. Theo, too, was summoned home, but at 
her Maggie at first refused to look, and covering her eyes 
with her hand she whispered scornfully, " fmchoA and Mae, 
and pak; that's the very look. I couldn't see it when I 
called you sister." 

Then her mood would change, and motioning Theo to her 
side, she would say to her, " Kiss me once, Theo, just as 
you used to do when I was Maggie Miller.^ 

Towards Arthur CarroUton she from the first manifested 
fear, shuddering whenever he approached her, and sliH ex- 
hibiting signs of uneasiness if he left her sight. '' He hated 
her," she said, '' hated her for what she could not help;'^ 
and when, as he often did, he came to her bedside, speaking 
to her words of love, she would answer mournfully, '* Don't, 
Mr. Carrollton; your pride is stronger than your love. You 
will hate me when> you know it all.^ 

Thus two weeks went by, and then with the first May 
day, reason returned again, bringing life and strength to the 
iuTalid, and joy to those who had so anxiously watchid over 
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her. Almost ber first rational qoestioii was for Hagwr^ and 
if she had been there. 

" She is confined to her bed with iofiammatory rhenma. 
tism,'^ answered Madam Conwaj, " bat she inquires for yon 
ererj day, they say ; and once when told yon conld not hve, 
she started to crawl on her hands and knees to see yon, bat 
feunted near the gate and was carried back.'' 

'' Poor old woman 1" murmured Maggie, the tears rolling 
down her cheeks, as she thought how strong must be the 
loTO that half crazed creature bore her, and how little it 
was retamed, for every feeling of her nature revolted from 
claiming a near relationship with one whom she had hitherto 
regarded as a servant. The secret, too, seemed harder to 
divulge, and day by day she put it off, saying to them when 
they asked what had so much affected her, that " she could 
not tell them yet — she must wait till she was stronger." 

So Theo went back to Worcester as mystified as ever, and 
Maggie was left much alone with Arthur Carrollton, who 
strove in various ways to win her from the melancholy into 
which she had fallen. All day long-she would sit by the 
open window, seemingly immovable, her large eyes, now in* 
tens^ily black, fixed upon vacancy, and her white face giving 
no sign of the fierce straggle within, save when Madam 
Conway, coming to her side, would lay her hand caressingly 
on her in token of sympathy. Then, indeed, her lips would 
quiver, and turning her head away, she would say, " Don't 
touch me — don't" 

To Arthur Carrollton she would listen with apparent 
composure, though often as he talked, her long, tapering 
nails left their impress in her flesh, so hard she strove to 
seem indifferent. Once when they were left together alone 
he drew her to his side, and bending very low, so that his 
lips almost touched her marble cheek, he told her of his 
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lore, and how fnll of aDgoish was his heart when he thought 
that she would die. 

'' Bat God kindly gave you back to me," he said ; " and 
now, my precious Margaret, will you be my wife f Will you 
go with me to my English home, from which I've tarried 
now too long, because I would not leave yon 7 Will Maggie 
answer me f and he folded her lovingly in his arms. 

Oh, how could she tell him " No," when every fibre of 
her heart thrilled with the answer '' YesP' She mistook 
him — ^mistook the character of Arthur GarroUton, for though 
pride was strong within him, he loved the beautiful girl who 
lay trembling in his arms, better than he loved his pride ; 
and had she told him then, who and what she was, he would 
not have deemed it a disgrace to love a child of Hagar 
Warren. But Margaret did not know him, and when he 
said again, *' will Maggie answer me 7" there came from her 
lip6 a piteous, wailing cry, and turning her face away, she 
answered mournfully, " No, Mr. Garrpllton, no, I cannot be 
your wife. It breaks my heart to tell you so ; but if you 
knew what I know, ymi would never have spoken to mo 
words of love. You would have rather thrust me from you, 
for indeed I am unworthy.'' 

" Don't you love me, Maggie 7*^ Mr. GarroUton said, and 
in the tones of his voice there was so much of tenderness 
that Maggie burst into tears, and involuntarily resting her 
head upon bis bcfisom, answered sadly, " I love you so much, 
Arthur GarroUton, that I would die a hundred deaths could 
that make me worthy of you, as not long ago I thought I was 
But it cannot be. Something terrible has coine between ns.^ 

"Tell me what it is. Let me share your sorrow." hf 
said ; but Maggie only answered, " Not yet, not yet. Lei 
me live where yon are a little longer. Then I will tell yoa 
all, and go away forever.'* 
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This was all the satisfaction he could obtain ; bat after a 
time she promised that if he would not mention the subject 
to her until the first of June, she would then tell him every* 
thing ; and satisfied with a promise which he knew would 
be kept, Mr. Carrollton waited impatientlj for the appointed 
time, while Maggie, too, counted each mia as it rose and set, 
bringing nearer and oearer a trial she so much dreaded. 
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Two days only remained ere the first of Jnne, and in thi 
solitnde of her chamber, Maggie was weeping bitterly. 
** How can I tell them who I am V* she thought. " How 
bear their pitying scorn, when they learn that she whom 
they call Maggie Miller has no right to that name ? — that 
Hagar Warren's blood is flowing in her veins — and Madam 
Conway thinks so much of that I Oh, why was Hagar left 
to do me this great wrong ? why did she take me from the 
pine -board cradle, where she says I lay, and make me what 
I was not born to be ?'' and falling on her knees the wretch- 
ed girl prayed that it might prove a dream, from which she 
would ere long awake. 

Alas for thee, poor Maggie Miller I It is not a dream, 
but a stern reality, and you who oft have spurned at birth 
and family^ why should you murmur now when both are 
taken from you ? Are you not still the same, beautiful, 
accomplished and refined, and can you ask for more ? 
Strange that theory and practice so seldom should accord. 
And yet it was not the degradation which Maggie felt so 
keenly, it wa^ rather the loss of love she feared ; and with- 
out that, the blood^)f royalty could not avail to make her 
happy. 

Maggie was a warm-hearted girl, and she loved th« 
stately lady she bad been wont to call her grandmother 
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with a filial, clinging loTe, which could not be seTercd, and 
Btill this loTC was naught compared to what she felt for 
Arthur Carrollton, and the giving up of bim was the hard- 
est part of all. But it must be done, she thought ; he had 
told her once that were she Hagar Warren's grandchild, he 
should not be riding with her — how much less then would 
he make that child his wife ! and rather than meet the look 
of proud disdain his face would wear, when first she stood 
confessed before him, she resolved to go away where no one 
had ever heard of her or Hagar Warren. She would leave 
Dohind a letter telling why she went, and commending to 
Madam Conway's care poor Hagar, who had been sorely 
punished for her sin. '^Bnt whither shall I go, and what 
shall I do, when I get there ?" she cried, trembling at the 
thoughts of a world of which she knew so little. Then, as 
she remembered how many young girls of her age went out 
as teachers, she determined to go at all events. '' It will 
be better than staying here where I have no claim," she 
thought, and nerving herself for the task, she sat down to 
write the letter, which, on the first of June, should tell to 
Madam Conway and Arthur CarroUton the story of her 
birth. 

It was a harder task than she supposed, the writing that 
farewell, for it seemed like severmg every hallowed tie. 
Three times she wrote, ^' My dear grandma," then with a 
throb of anguish, she dashed her pen across the revered 
name, and wrote simply, "Madam Conway." It was a ram- 
bling, impassioned letter, full of tender love — of hope dea« 
troyed — of deep, despair — and though it shadowed forth no 
expectation that Madam Conway or Mr. CarroUton would 
ever take her to their hearts again, it begged of them most 
touchingly to think sometimes of "ikZo^^," when she was 
gone forever. Hagar was then commended to ^[adam Oon 
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wajr's forgireness and care. " She is old,*' wrote Maggie^ 
" her life is nearly ended, and if you have in yc«r heart 
one feeling of pity for her, who used to call you grandma, 
bestow it, I pray you, on poor old Hagar Warren." 

The letter was finished, and then suddenly remember 
ing Hagar's words, that "all had not be^ told," and feel- 
ing it her duty to see once more the woman who had 
brought her so much sorrow, Maggie stole cautiously from 
the house, and was soon walking down the woodland road, 
slowly, sadly, for the world had changed to her since last 
she trod that path. Maggie, too, was changed, and when at 
last she stood before Hagar, who was now able to sit up, 
the latter could scarcely recognize in the pale, haggard 
woman, the blooming, merry-hearted girl, once known as 
Maggie Miller. . 

" Margaret," she cried, " you have come again — come to 

forgive your poor old grand No, no," she added, as she 

saw the look of pain flash over Maggie's face, " V\\ never 
insult you with that name. Only say that you forgive, me, 
will you. Miss Margaret T" and the trembling voice was 
choked with sobs, while the aged form shook as with a pal« 
sied stroke. 

Hagar had been ill. Exposure to the damp air on that 
memorable night had brought on a second severe attack of 
rheumatism, which had bent her nearly double. Anxiety 
for Margaret, too, had wasted her to a skeleton, and her 
thin, sharp face, now of a corpse-like pallor, contrasted 
strangely with her eyes, from which the wildness all was 
gone Touched with pity, Maggie drew a chair to her 
ride, and thus replied, " I do forgive you, Hagar, for I know 
that what you did was done in love; but by telling me what 
yon have, you've ruined all my hopes of happiness. In the 
new scenes to which I go, and the new associations I shaO 
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fonn, I may become contented with my lot, but never can I 
forget that I once was Maggie Miller." 

" Margaret," gasped Hagar, and in her dim eye there was 
Bomething of its olden fire, " if by new associations yon mean 
Henry Warner y it must not be. Alas, that I should tell 
this 1 but Henry is your brother — your fathei^'s only son. Oh, 
horror, horror I" and dreading *what Margaret would say, 
ifao covered her face with her cramped, distorted hands. 

But Margaret was not so much affected as Hagar had 
anticipated. She had suffered severely, and could not now 
be greatly moved. There was an involuntary shudder as 
she thought of her escape, and then her next feeling was 
one of satisfaction in knowing that she was not quite friend- 
less and alone, for Henry would protect her, and Bose, 
indeed, would be to her a sister. 

' Henry Warner my brother I" she exclaimed, *' how 
came you by this knowledge?" And Tery briefly Hagar 
explained to her what she knew, saying that Hester had 
told her of two young children, but she had forgotten 
entirely their existence, and now that she was reminded of 
it, she could not help fancying that Hester said the step- 
child was a boy. But the peddler knew, of course, and she 
must have forgotten. 

" When the baby they thought was you, died," said 
Hagar, " I wrote to the minister in Meriden, telling him of 
it, but I did not sign my name, and 1 thought that was the 
last I should ever hear of it. Why don't you curse me ?" 
she continued. "Haven't I taken fr.om you your intended 
husband, as well as your name ?" 

Maggie understood perfectly now why the secret had 
»een revealed, and involuntarily she e:i;claimed, " Oh, had I 
told you first, this never need have been ;" and then hur* 
riedly she explained to the repentant Hagar how at thf 
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rerj moment when the dread eonfessioii was made, riM^ 
Maggie Miller, was free from Henry Warner. 

From the window Maggie saw in the distance the senrant 
who had chaq^ of Hagar, and dreading the presence of a 
third person, she arose to go. Offering her hand to Hagar 
she said, " Grood bje. I may nerer see yon again, bat if I 
do not, remember that I forgive yon freely." 

" Ton are not going away, Maggie. Oh, are yon gmng 
away !" and the crippled arms were stretched imploringly 
towards Maggie, who answered, ''Tes, Hagar, I most go. 
Honor requires me to tell Madam Conway who I am, and 
after that, yoa know that I cannot stay. I shall go to my 
brother.'' 

Three times old Hagar essayed to speak, and at last, 
between a whisper and a moan, she found strength to say, 
** Will yon kiss me once, Maggie darling f Twill be some< 
thing to remember, in the lonesome nights when I am all 
alone. Just onct, Maggie. Will you 7" 

Maggie could not refuse, and gliding to the bowed 
woman's side, she put back the soft hair from off the wrink- 
led brow, and left there token of her forgiveness. 



The last May sun had set, and ere the first June morning 
rose Maggie Miller would be nowhere found in the home 
her presence had made so bright. Alone, with no eye upon 
her save that of the Most High, she had visited the tw3 
graves, and while her heart was bleeding at every pore, had 
wept her last adieu over the sleeping dust so long held 
lacred as her mother's. Then kneeling at the other grave^ 
0he murmured, " Forgive me, Hester Hamilton, if in this 
parting hour my heart clings most to her whose memory T 
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was first taaght to revere ; and if in the belter world yon 
know and love each other, oh, will both bless and pity me, 
poor, wretched Maggie Miller I" 

Softly the night air moved through the mosical pine ovep^ 
shadowing the humble grave, while the moonlight, flashing 
from the tall marble, which stood a sentinel over the other 
mound, bathed Maggie's upturned face as with a flood of 
glory, and her throbbing heart grew still as if indeed at that 
bushed moment the two mothers had come to bless their 
child. The parting with the dead was over, and Margaret 
sat again in her room, waiting until all was still about the 
old stone house. She did not add to her letter another line 
telling of her discovery, for she did not think of it ; her 
mind was too intent upon escaping unobserved ; and when 
sure the family had retired, she moved cautiously down the 
stairs, noiselessly unlocked the door, and without once 
daring to look back, lest she should waver in her purpose, 
she went forth, heart-broken and alone, from what for 
eighteen happy years had been her home. Very rapidly 
she proceeded, coming at last to an open field through which 
the railroad ran, the depot being nearly a quarter of a 
mile away. Not until then had she reflected that her 
appearance at the station at that hour of the night would 
excite suspicion, and she was beginning to feel uneasy, when 
suddenly around a curve the cars appeared in view. Fear- 
ing lest she should be too late, she quickened her footsteps, 
when to her great surprise, she saw that the train was stop- 
ping \ But not for her they waited, in the bright moonlight 
the engineer had discovered a body lying across the track 
and had stopped the train in time to save the life of the 
man, who, stupefied with drunkenness, had failed asleep. The 
movement startled the passengers, many of whom alighted. 
and gathered arouud the inebriate. 

18* 
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In the meantime, Margaret had come near, and kiioiniig 
ghe conld not now reach the depot in time, she mingled 
nnobserved in the crowd, and entering the rear car, took hei 
seat near the door. The train at last moTed on, and as at 
the station no one save the agent was in waiting, it is not 
strange that the conductor passed unheeded the yelled fignre 
which in the dark corner sat ready to pay her fare. 

" He will come to me by and by," thought Maggie, but 
he did not, and when Worcester was reached, she was 
still debtor to the Boston & Albany Railroad for the sum of 
seventy cents. Bewildered and uncertain what to do next, 
she stepped upon the platform, deciding finally to remain at 
the depot until morning, when a train would leave for 
Leominster, where she confidently expected to find her 
brother. Taking a seat in the ladies' room, she abandoned 
herself to her sorrow, wondering what Theo would say 
could she see her then. But Theo, though dreaming it may 
be of Maggie, dreamed not that she was near, and so the 
night wore on, Margaret sleeping towards daylight, and 
dreaming, too, of Arthur CarroUton, who she . thought had 
followed her — nay, was bending over her now and whisper* 
ing in her ear, " Wake, Maggie, wake." 

Starting up, she glanced anxiously around, uttering a 
faint cry when she saw that it was not Arthur CarroUton, 
but a dark, rough-looking stranger, who rather rudely asked 
" where she wished to go V 

"To Leominster," she answered, turning her face fully 
towards the man, who became instantly respectfnl, telling 
her when the train would leave, and saying that she must 
go to another depot, at the same time asking if she had not 
better wait at some hoteL 

But Maggie preferred going at once to the Pitchburg 
depot, which she accordingly did, and drawing her veil ove* 
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her face, lest some one of her few acquaintances in the city 
fihoald recognize her, she sat there until the time appointed 
for the cars to leave. Then, weary and faint, she entered th^ 
train, her spirits in a measure rising as she felt that she was. 
drawing near to those who would love her for what she was^ 
and not for what she had been. Rose would comfort her, 
and already her heart bounded with the thought of seeing 
one whom she believed to be her brother's wife, for Henry 
bad written that ere this his homeward voyage was made, 
Rose would be his bride. 

Ah, Maggie I there is for you a greater happiness in store 
— not a brolher, but a sister — your father's child is there to 
greet your coming. And even at this early hour, her snow 
white fingers are arranging the fair June blossoms into bou« 
quets, with which she adorns her house, saying to him who 
hovers at her side, '' that somebody, she knows not wlu)m, 
is surely coming there to-day;" and then, with a blush steal- 
ing over her cheek, she adds : " I wish it might be Marga- 
ret;" while Henry, with a peculiar twist of his comical 
mouth, winds his arm around her waist, and playfully res* 
poods, " Any one save her." 



CHAPTER XXI. 



Ov m eool {Hszza oferiooking a bandsone fower gaidei\ 
the breakfast table was tastefollj anai^ed. It was Bos^ 
idea to haye it there, and in her cambric wrapper, her 
golden curls combed sraoothlj back, and her bhie ejres shin- 
ing witii the light of a new jqj, she occopies her aecnstomed 
seat beside one who for sereral happj' weeks has called her 
his, loriog her more and more each daj, and wondering 
how thoughts of anj other could erer hare filled his heart 
There was mnch to be done about his home, so long deser- 
ted, and as Rose was determined upon a trip to ^he sea side, 
he had made arrangements to be absent from his business 
for two months or more, and was now enjoying all the hap- 
piness of a quiet, domestic life, free from care of any kind. 
He bad heard of Maggie's illness, but she was better now, 
he supposed, and when Theo hinted Taguely that a marriage 
between her and Arthur Carrollton was not at all improba- 
ble, he hoped it would be so, for the Englishman, he knew, 
was far better adapted to Margaret than he had ever been. 
Of Theo's hints he was speaking to Rose, as they sat to- 
gether at breakfast, and she had answered, " It will be a 
splendid match," when the door-bell rang, and the senrant 
announced, "a lady in the parlor, who asked for Mr. Warner.^ 

** I told you some one would come," said Rose ; " do pray 
see who it is. How does she look, Janet ?" 

" Tall, white as a ghost, with big, black eyes," wa* 
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Janet's answer; and with his cariosity awakeied, Henry 
Warner started for the parlor, Rose follow&ig on tiptoe, and 
listening through the half closed door to what their visitor 
might say. 

Margaret had experienced no difficulty in finding the 
house of Mrs. Warner, which seemed to her a second Para- 
dise, so beautiful and cool it looked, nestled amid the tall, 
green forest trees. Everything around it betokened the fine 
taste of its occupants, and Maggie, as she reflected that 
she, too, was nearly connected with this family, felt her 
wounded pride in a measure soothed, for it was surely no dis- 
grace to claim such people as her friends. With a beating 
heart, she rang the bell, asking for Mr. Warner, and now, 
trembling in every limb, she awaited his coming. He was 
not prepared to meet her, and at first he did not know her, 
she was so changed ; but when, throwing aside her bonnet, 
she turned her face so the light from the window opposite 
shone fully upon her, he recognized her in a moment, and 
exclaimed, " Margaret, Margaret Miller I why are you here V 

The words reached Rose's ear, and darting forward, she 
stood within the door, just as Margaret, staggering a step 
or two towards Henry, answered passionately, " I have come 
to tell you what I myself but recently have learned ;" and 
wringing her hands despairingly, she continued, " I am not 
Mrfggie Miller, I am not anybody, I am Hagar Warren'* 
grandchiW, the offspring of her daughter and your own father I 
Oh, Henry, don't you see it ? I am your sister. Take me as 
such^ will you ? Love me as such, or I shall surely die. I 
have nobody now in the wide world but you. They are all 

gone, all—Madam Conway, Theo too, and — and " She 

could not speak that name. It died upon her lips, and tot- 
tering to a chair she would have fallen had not Henry 
caught her in his arms. 
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Leading her to the sofa, while Rose, perfectly confonnded^ 
Btill stood within the door, he said to the half crazed girl, 
** Margaret, I do mot understand yon. I nerer had a sister, 
and my father died when I was six months old. There 
mnst be some mistake. Will yon tell me what you mean V* 

Bewildered and perplexed, Mar^^ret began a hasty repe- 
tition of Hagar's story, but ere it was three-fourths told, there 
came from the open door a wild cry of delight, and quick 
as lightning, a fairy form &ew across the floor, white arms 
were twined round Maggie's neck, kiss after kiss was 
pressed upon her lips, and Rose's Toice was in her ear, 
never before half so sweet a^ now, when it murmured 
soft and low to the weary girl. My sister Maggie — mine 
you are — the child of my own father, for I was JRxfse 
Hamilton^ called Warner, first to please my aunt, and next 
to please my Henry. Oh, Maggie darling, I am so happy 
now f and the little snowy hands smoothed caressingly the 
bands of hair, so unlike her own fair waving tresses. 

It was, indeed, a time of almost perfect bliss to them all, 
and for a moment Margaret forgot her pain, which, had 
Hagar known the truth, need not have come to her. But 
she scarcely regretted it now, when she felt Rose Warner^ 
heart throbbing against her own, and knew their father was 
the same. 

" You are tired," Rose said, at length, when much had 
been said by both. " You must have rest, and tifen I will 
bring to you my aunt, our aunt, Maggie— our father's sister. 
She has been a mother to me. She will be one to you. 
But staj," she continued, ** you have had no breakfast. I 
will bring you some," and she tripped lightly from the 
room. 

Maggie followed her with swimming eyes, then turning to 
Henry, she said. *' You are very happy, I am sure." 
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" Yes, rery," he answered, coming to her side. " Hap* 
py in my wife, happy in my newly found sister," and ha 
laid his hand 'On hers, with something of his former fami* 
liarity. 

Bot the olden feeling was gone, and Maggie conld now 
meet his glance without a blush, while he could talk with her 
as calmly as if she had never been aught to him save the 
sister of his wife. Thus often cbangeth the human heart's 
first love. 

After a time. Rose returned, bearing a silver tray heaped 
with the most tempting viands ; but Maggie's heart was too 
full to eat, and after drinking a cup of the fragrant black 
tea, which Rose herself had made, she laid her bead upon 
the pillow, which Henry brought, and with Rose sitting by, 
holding lovingly her hand, she fell into a quiet slumber. 
For several hours she slept, and when she awoke at last, the 
sun was shining in at the western window, casting over the 
floor a glimmering light, and reminding her so forcibly of 
the dancing shadows on the grass which grew around the old 
stone house, that her eyes filled with tears, and thinking 
herself alone, she murmured, " Will it never be my home 
again ?" 

A sudden movement, the rustling of a dress startled her, 
and lifting up her head, she saw standing near, a pleasant- 
looking, middle aged woman, who, she rightly guessed, was 
Mrs Warher, her own aunt. 

" Maggie," the lady said, laying her hand on the fevered 
brow, " I have heard a strange tale to-day. Heretofore I 
had supposed Rose to be my only child, but though you take 
me by surprise, you are not the less welcome. There is 
room in my heart for you, Maggie Miller, room for the 
youngest born of my only brother. You are somewhat like 
Wm, too," she continued, " though more like your mother;* 
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and with the mentioii of that nmme, a flush stole over the 
lady's face, for she, too, was rerj proud, and her brother^ 
marriage with a serrant girl had uerer been quite fb^ 
giTcn. 

Krs. Warner had seen much of the world, and Maggie 
knew her to be a woman of refinement, a woman of whom 
even Madam Conwaj would not be ashamed ; and winding 
her arms around her neck, she said impnlsiTely, ** I am glad 
ytm are my aunt, and yon will love me, I am sure, eren if I 
am poor Hagar's grandchOd." 

Mrs. Warner knew nothing of Hagar, save from Henry's 
amusing description, the entire truth of which she somewhat 
doubted ; but she knew that whatever Hagar Warren 
might be, the beautiful girl before her was not answerable 
fur it, and very kindly she tried tb soothe her, telling her 
how happy they would be together. " Rose will leave mo 
in the autumn/' she said, " and without you I should be all 
alone." Of Hagar, too, she spoke kindly, considerately, 
and Maggie, listening to her, felt somewhat reconciled to 
the fate which had made her what she was. Still, there 
was much of pride to overcome ere she could calmly think 
of herself as other than Madam Conway's grandchild ; and 
when that afternoon, as Henry and Rose were sitting with 
her, the latter spoke of her mother, saying she had a faint 
remembrance of a tall, handsome girl, who sang her to sleep 
on the night when her own mother died, there came a visi- 
ble shadow over Maggie's face, and instantly changing the 
conversation, she asked why Henry had never told her any- 
thing definite concerning himself and family. 

For a moment Henry seemed embarrassed. Both the 
Hamiltons and the Warners were very aristocratic in their 
feelings, and by n^utual consent, the name of Hester War- 
ren was by them seldom spoken. Consequently, if there 
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eziflted a reason for Henry's silence with regard to hia own 
and Rose's history, it was that he disliked bringing up a 
snbject he had been taught to avoid, both by his annt and 
the mother of Mr. Hamilton, who for several years after her 
son's death, had lived with her daughter in Leominster, 
where she finally died. This, however, he could not say to 
Margaret, and after a little hesitancy, he answered laugh* 
ingly, " Yon never asked me for any particulars ; and then, 
you know, I was more agreeably occupied than I should 
have been had I spent my time in ealighteniug you with 
regard to our genealogy ;" and the saucy mouth smiled 
archly first on Rose, and then on Margaret, both of whom 
blushed slightly, the one suspecting he had not told her the 
whole truth, and the other knowing he bad not. 

Very considerate was Rose of Maggie's feelings, and not 
again that afternoon did she speak of Hester, though she 
talked much of their father ; and Margaret, listening to his 
praises, felt herself insensibly drawn towards this new 
claimant for her filial love. '^ I wish I could have seen 
him," she said, and starting to her feet Rose answered, 
" Strange I did not think of it before. We have his por- 
trait. Come this way," and she led the half unwilling Mag 
into an adjoining room, where from the wall, a portly, good- 
humored looking man, gazed down upon the sisters, his eyes 
seeming to rest with mournful tenderness on the face of her 
whop in life they had not looked upon. He seemed older 
than Mag had supposed, and the hair upon his head was 
white, reminding her of Hagar. But she did not, for this, 
turn from him away. There was something pleasing in the 
mild expression of his face, and she whispered faintly, " 'Tfs 
my father." 

On the right of this portrait was another, the picture of 
a woman, in whose curling lip and soft brown eyes, Mag 
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recognized the mother of Henry. To the left was another 
still, and she gazed upon the angel face, with ejes of yiolei 
bine, and hair of golden brown, on which the fading snn" 
light now was falling, encircling it as it were with a halo of 
glory. 

'^ Yon are much like her," she said to Hose, who made no 
answer, for she was thinking of another picture, which years 
before had been banished to the garret, by her haughty 
grandmother, as unworthy a place beside him who had 
petted and caressed the young girl of plebeian birth and 
kindred. 

"I can make amends for it, though," thought Rose, 
returning with Mag to the parlor : then, seeking out her 
husband, she held with him a whispered consultation, the 
result of which was that on the morrow, there was a ruin* 
maging in the garret, an absence from home for an hour or 
two, and when about noon she returned, there was a pleased 
expression on h^r face, as if she had accomplisho^ her pur- 
pose, whatever it might have been. 

All the morning Mag had been restless and uneasy, wan* 
dering listlessly from room to room, looking anxiously down 
the street, starting nervously at the sound of every footstep, 
while her cheeks alternately flushed and then grew pale as 
the day passed on. Dinner being over, she sat alone in the 
parlor, her eyes fixed upon the carpet, and her thoughts 
away with one who she vaguely hoped would have followed 
her ere this. True, she had added no postscript to tell him 
of her new discovery ; but Hagar knew, and he would go to 
her for a confirmation of the letter. She would tell him 
where Mag was gone, and he, if his love could survive that 
shock, would follow her thither ; nay, would be there that 
very day, and Maggie's heart grew wearier, fainter, as time 
wore on and he did not come. ** I might have known it»' 
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uie whispered sadly. '* I did know that he would never 
more think of me," and she wept sflently over her ruined 
love. 

"Maggie, sister," came to her ear, and Rose was at her 
Bide. *' I have a surprise for you, darling. Can you bear 

it DOW ?" 

Oh, how eagerly poor Maggie Miller looked up in Rose's 
face. The car whistle had sounded half an hour before. 
Could it be that he had come ? Was he there 1 Did lit lave 
her still 1 No, Maggie, no, the surprise awaiting you is of 
a far different nature, and the tears flow afresh when Rose, 
in reply to the question, " what is it, darliug ?" answers " it 
is this," at the same time placing in Maggie's hand Un am- 
brotype which she bade her examine. With a feeling of 
keen disappointment, Maggie opened the casing, involunta* 
rily shutting her eyes as if to gather strength for what she 
was to see. 

It was a young face — a handsome face — a face much like 
her own, while in the curve of the upper lip, and the expres- 
sion of the large bla.ck eyes, there was a look like Hagar 
Warren. They had met together thus, the one a living 
reality, the other a semblance of the dead, and she who held 
that picture trembled violently. There was a fierce strug- 
gle within, the wildly beating heart throbbing for one 
moment with a new-born love, and then rebelling against 
taking that shadow, beautiful though it was, in place of her 
whose memory she had so long revered. 

"Who is it, Maggie?" Rose asked, leaning over her 
shoulder. 

Maggie knew full well whose face it was she looked upon^ 
but not yet could she speak that name so interwoven with 
memories of another, and she answered mournfully, "it is 
Hester Hamilton." 
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" Yes, Margaret, your mother,'' said Bose. * I Defer caM 
her by that name, bat I respect her for yonr sake. Sh^ 
was my father's pet, they say, for he was comparatively old 
and she his young girl-wife." 

" Where did yon get this 7" Maggie asked ; and, coloring 
crimson. Rose replied, " We have always had her portnut, 
but grandmother, who was very old and foolishly prood 
about some things, was offended at our father's last ma^ 
riago, and when after his death the portraits were brought 
here, she — forgive her, Maggie — she did not know pou, or 
she would not have done it " 

" I know," interrupted Maggie. " She despised this Hes- 
ter Warren, and consigned h^ portrait to some spot from 
which you have brought it and had this taken from it." 

" Not despised her," cried Eose, in great distress, as she 
saw a dark expression stealing over the face of Maggie, in 
whose heart a chord of sympathy had been struck, when she 
thought of her mother banished from her father's side. 
** Grandma could not despise her," continued Rose, '' she 
was so good, so beautiful." 

"Yes, she was beautiful," murmured Maggie, gazing 
earnestly upon the fair, round face, the soft, black eyes and 
raven hair of her who for years had slept beneath the shar 
dow of the Hillsdale woods. " Oh, I wish I was dead like 
her," she exclaimed at last, closing the ambrotype, and lay* 
ing it upon the table. " I wish I was lying in that little 
grave in the place of her who should have borne my name, 
and been what I once was ;" and bowing her face upon her 
hands she wept bitterly, while Rose tried in vain to comfort 
her. " I am not sorry you are my sister," sobbed Margaret* 
through her tears. " That's the only comfort I have left 
me now ; but Rose, I love Arthur Carrollton so muoh^— ob 
so much and how can I give him up ?" 
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** If he is the noble, true-hearted man he looks to be, he 
will not give you ap/' answered Rose, and then for the first 
time since this meeting she questioned Margaret concerning 
Mr. Garrollton, and the relations ezistiug between them 
** He will not cast jou off/' she said, 'when Margaret had 
told her all she had to tell, '* He may be proud, but he will 
cling to you still. He will follow you, too — not to-day, 
perhaps, nor to-morrow, but ere long he will surely come f 
and listening to her sister's cheering words, Maggie herself 
grew hopeful, and that evening talked animatedly with Hen 
ry and Bose of a trip to the sea-side they were intending 
to make. " You will go, too, Maggie," said Kose, caress 
\ng her sister's pale cheek, and whispermg in her ear, " Aunt 
Susan will be here to tell Mr. Carrollton where yon are, if 
he does not come before we go, which I am sure he will." 

Maggie tried to think so, too, and her sleep that night 
was sweeter than it had been before for many weeks — ^but 
the next day came, and the next, and M&ggie's eyes grew 
dim with watching and with tears, for up and down the 
road, as far as she could see, there came no trace of him for 
whom she waited." 

'* I might have known it ; it was foolish for me to think 
otherwise," she sighed, and turning sadly from the window 
where all the afternoon she had been sitting, she laid her 
head wearily upon the lap of Bose. 

'* Maggie," said Henry, " I am going to Worcester to- 
morrow, and perhaps George can tell me something of Mr. 
Carrollton." 

F^r a moment Maggie's heart throbbed with delight at the 
thought of hearing from him, even though she heard that he 
would leave her. But anon her pride rose strong within her. 
She had told Hagar twice of her destination, Hagar had told 
him, and if he chose he would have followed her ere this ; so 
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somewhat bitterly she said, " Don't speak to GTeorge of mfi 
Don't tell him I am here. Promise me, will von V* 

The promise was given, and the next morning, which wai 
Saturday, Henry started for Worcester on the early train. 
The day seemed long to Maggie, and ^hen at nightfall he 
came to them again, it was difficult to tell which was the 
more pleased at his retarn, Margaret or Rose. 

" Did you see Theo ?" asked the former ; and Henry re- 
plied, ** George told me she had gone to Hillsdale. Madam 
Conway is very sick." 

" For me I for me I She's sick with mourning for me," 
cried Maggie. " Darling grandma I she does love me still, 
and I will go home to her at once." 

Then the painful thought rushed over her, " If she wished 
for me, she would send. It's the humiliation, not the lave, 
that makes her sick. They have cast me off— grandma, 
Theo, all, all," and sinking upon the lounge, she wept aloud. 

" Margaret," said Henry, coming to her side, " but for 
my promise I should have talked to George of you, for 
there was a troubled expression on his face when he asked 
me if I had heard from Hillsdale." 

'* What did you say ?" asked Maggie, holding her breath 
to catch the answer, which was, " I told him you had not 
written to me since my return from Cuba, and then he 
looked as if he would say more, but a customer called him 
away, and our conversation was not resumed." 

For a moment Maggie was silent. Then she said, " I am 
glad you did not intrude me upon him. If Theo has goae 
to Hillsdale, she knows that I am here, and does not care to 
follow me. It is the disgrace which troubles them, not the 
losing me 1" and again burying her head in the cushions of 
the lounge, she wept bitterly. It was useless for Henry and 
Kose to try to comfort her, telling her it was possible that 
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Hagar had told nothing; "And if so,*^ said Henry, "you 
vr i;!! know that I am the last one to Whom yoa would bo 
expected to flee for protection." Margaret would not listen. 
She was resolved upon being unhappy, and during the long 
hours of that night she tossed wakefully upon her pillow, 
and when the morning came she was too weak to rise ; so 
she kept her room, listeniug to the music of the Sabbath 
bells, which to her seemed sadly saying, " Home, home," 
** Alas, I have no home," she said, turning away to weep, tor 
io the tolling of those bells there came to her no voice, 
whispering of the darkness, the desolation, and the sorrow 
there was in the home for which she so much mourned. 

Thus the day wore on, and ere another week was gone, 
Bose insisted upon a speedy removal to the sea-shore, not* 
withstanding it was so early in the season, for by this means 
she hoped that Maggie's health would be improved. Ac- 
cordingly, Henry went once more to Worcester, ostensibly 
for money, but really to see if George Douglas now would 
speak to him of Margaret. But George was in New York, 
they said ; and somewhat disappointed, Henry went back to 
Leominster, where everything was in readiness for their 
journey. Monday was fixed upon for their departure, and 
at an early hour, Margaret looked back on what had 
been to her a second home, smiling faintly as Rose whis- 
pered to her cheerily, " I have a strong presentiment that 
Bomewhere in oar travels we shall meet with Arthur Canolif 
ton." 
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CHAFTEB yxn, 

TBE HOITSE or KOUBKIHS. 

OofMB now oyer the hills to the westward. Gome to the 
Hillsdale woods, to the stone honse by the mill, where all 
the day long there is heard hut one name, the servant! 
breathing it softlj and low, as if she who had borne it wer» 
dead, the sister, dim-eyed now, and paler faced, whispering 
it oft to herself, while the lady, so hanghty and prond, re< 
peats it again and again, shuddering as naught but the 
echoing walls reply to the heart-broken cry of ** Margaret, 
Margaret, where are you now ?" 

Yes, there was mourning in that household — mourning 
for the lost one, the darling, the pet of them all. 

Brightly had the sun arisen on that June morning which 
brought to them their sorrow, while the birds in the tall 
forest tress carolled as gaily as if no^storm cloud were hor* 
ering near. At an early hour Mr. Garrollton had arisen, 
thinking, as he looked forth from his window, " She will 
tell me all to-day," and smiling as he thought how easy and 
pleasant would be the task of winning her back to her olden 
gaiety. Madam Conway, too, was unusually excited and 
very anxiously she listened for the first sound of Maggie's 
footsteps on the stairs. 

''She sleeps late," she thought, when breakfast was 
annoanced, and taking her accustomed seat, she bade a 
Benrant '' see if Margaret were ill" 
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" She is uot there," was the report the girl brought back 

" Not there 1" cried Mr. CarroUton. 

" Not there 1" repeated Madam Conway, a shadowy fore- 
boding of evil stealing over her. " She seldom walks at 
this early hour," she contmded, and rising she went herselt 
to Margaret's roomi 

Everything was in perfect order, the bed was undisturbed, 
1;he chamber empty, Margaret was gone, and on the dress- 
ing-table lay the fatal letter, telling why she went Ai 
first Madam Conway did not see it ; but it soon caught hei 
eye, and tremblingly she opened it, reading bnt the first lines 
" I am going away forever." 

Then a loud shriek rang through the silent room, pene- 
trating to Arthur Carrollton's listening ear, and bringing 
him at once to her side. With the letter still in her hand, 
and her face of a deathly hue, and hjer eyes flashing with fear, 
Madam Conway turned to him as he entered, saying, " Mar- 
garet has gone, left us forever, killed berself it may be — 
read ;" and she handed him the letter, herself bending 
eagerly forward, to hear what he might say. 

But she listened in vain. With lightning rapidity^ 
Arthur CarroUton read what Mag had written — read that 
she, his. idol, the chosen bride of his bosom, was t)ie daugh- 
ter* of €L servant f the grandchild of old Ilagar ! And for 
this she had fled from his presence, fled because she knew of 
the mighty pride which now, in the first bitter moment of his 
agony, did indeed rise up a barrier between himself and the 
beautiful girl he loved so well. Had she lain dead before 
him, dead in all her youthful beauty, he could have folded her 
In his arms, and then buried her from his sight, with a feel- 
bg of perfect happiness, compared to that which he now felt 

" Oh, Maggie, my lost one, can it be ?" he whispered to 
bimselfjl and pressing his hand upon his chest, which heaTOfi 
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with strong emotion, he staggered to a seat, while tha 
perspiration stood in beaded drops upon his forehead, and 
around bis lips. 

"What is it, Mr. Oarrolltou? 'TLs something dreadful, 
Bnre,'' said Mrs. Jeffrey, appearing in the door, but Madam 
Conway motioned her away, and tottering to his side, said^ 
** Read it to me — ^read." 

The sound of her voice recalled his wandering mind, and 
coyering his face with his hands, he moaned in anguish ; 
then, growing suddenly calm, he snatched np the letter, 
which had fallen to the floor, and read it aloud ; while 
Madam Conway, stupefied with horror, sank at his feet, and 
clasping her hands above her head, rocked to and fro, but 
made no word of comment. Far down the long ago her 
thoughts were straying, and gathering up many by-gone 
scenes, which told her that what she heard was true. 

" Yes, His true,** she groaned ; and then, powerless to speak 
another word, she laid her head upon a chair, while Mr. 
Carrollton, preferring to be alone, sought the solitude of his 
own room, where unobserved he could wrestle with his sor- 
row, and conquer his inborn pride, which whispered to him 
that a Carrollton must not wed a bride so far beneath him. 

Only a moment, though, and then the love he bore for 
Maggie Miller rolled back upon him with an overwhelming 
power, while his better judgment, with that love, came haud 
in hand, pleading for the fair young girl, who, now that he 
had lost her, seemed a thousand fold dearer than before. 
But he had not lost her; he wovJd find her. She was Maggie 
Miller still to him, and though old Hagar's blood were iu 
her veins, he woild not give . her up. This resolution ovcq 
made, it could not be shaken, and when half an hour or 
more was passed, he walked with firm, unfaltering footsteps, 
back to the apai*tment where Madam Conway still sat upon 
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the floor, her head resting apou the chair, and her frame 
conTulsed with grief. 

Her struggle had been a terrible one, and it was not ovcf 
yet, for with her it was more than a matter of pride and 
love. Her daughter's rights had been set at naught ; a 
wrong had been done to the dead ; the child who slept 
beneath the pine had been neglected ; nay, in life^ had been^ 
perhaps, despised for an intruder, for one who had no right 
to call her grandmother ; and shudderingly she cried, 
" Why was it suffered thus to be P' Then as she thought 
of white-haired Hagar Warren, she raised her hand to 
curse her, but the words died on her lips, for Hagar's deed 
had brought to her much joy ; and now, as she remembered 
the bounding step, the merry laugh, the sunny face, and 
loying words, which had made her later years so happy, she 
involuntarily stretched out her arms in empty air, moaning 
sadly, " I want her here. I want her now, just as she used 
to be." Then, over the grave of her buried daughter, over 
the grave of the sickly child, whose thin, blue face came up 
before her, just as it lay in its humble coffin, over the decep« 
tion of eighteen years, her heart bounded with one wild, 
yearning throb, for every bleeding Gbre clung with a death- 
like grasp to her, who had been so suddenly taken from her. 

" I love her still," she cried, " but can I take her backl!'* 
And then commenced the fiercest struggle of all, the bat« 
tling of love and pride, the one rebelling against<a child of 
Hagar Warren, and the other clamoring loudly, that with- 
out that child the world to her was nothing. It was the 
hour of Madam Conway's humiliation, and in bitterness of 
spirit, she groaned, " That I should come to this ! Thee 
first, iumI Margaret, my bright, my beautiful Margaret next 
Oh, how can I give her up, when I loved her, best of all- 
best of aU r 
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Thi« was trae, for all the deeper, stronger love of Hadidk:- 
Conway's nature had gone forth to the merty, gleefnl girl, 
whose graceful, independent 'bearing she had so often likened 
tor herself) and the hanghtj rAceinth which she claimed rela 
tionsliip. How was this illnsion dispelled ! Margaret was 
not a- Conway, nor jet a Davenport. A' servant girl had 
been her mother, and of her father there was nothing known 
Madam Conway was one who seldom wept for gMef^ She had 
stood calmly at the bedside of her dying hdsband, bad bnr 
ried her only daughter from her sight, had met^ with many 
reverses, and shed for all no tears, bat now they fell like 
rain upon her face, baraing', blistering as they fell, bat' 
bringing no relief. 

" I shall miss her in the morning," she criedj " miss her 
at noon, miss her in the lonesome nights^ niiss her every- 
where-— oh, Margaret, Margaret, 'tis mwe thUb lean bear ! 
Come back to me now, jast as yon are. I want yon here--^ 
here where the pain is hardest,?' and she clasped her arms 
tightly over her heaving bosom. Then her pride retnmed 
ag^in, and with it came thoaghts of Arthnr Carroll ton. 
He would scoff at her as weak and sentimental ; he would 
never take beyond the sea a bride of Hagdrish birth ; and 
duty demanded that she, too, should be firm; and sanction 
his decision. " Bat when he's gone," she whispered, "when 
he has left America behind, I'll find her, if my lifb is spared. 
I'll find poor Margaret, and see that she doeis not want, 
thongh I must not take her back." 

This resolution, however, did not bring her comfort, and 
the hands pressed so convulsively upon her side could not 
case her pain. Sure, never before had so dark an hoar 
enfolded that haaghty woman, and a prayer that she might 
die was trembling on her lips, when a footfall echoed along 
the hall, and Arthur Carrollton stood before her. His face 
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r.iras iTorj pti^ beariug markaof the storm he liad passed 
thrqugh ;:^at he.was.iealm,.aDd his ; voice waanatnral as he 
Baijdi " Pcssiblj ^bett we hare t he«rd is false. It may be a 
Tagarj of Sagar^Sibalfr erased bvais/' 

For an instant JUtadam CoiMray had 'hoped so, too ; btit 
.when she refl,^ct^, she kiieivr that it was -trae. Old Hagar 
had beqn Y^rj m^pte in her explanations' to Margaret, who 
in tnrn had Twritten^jclifCtly what she h^d heaird, and Madam 
.Conway,.when sJiececaUedthe past,. could haTC no dottbt 
that it was trae. She remenibesed ev^thing, bnt more 
^/j^stinctly the chjBJigepf. dress, >at the time of the baptism. 
There coidd be no. mistake. Margaaet was not hers^ and so 
she said to Arthur Carrollton, timing her head «way as if 
she, too, were in some way answerjible for the disgtace. 

'' It matters not," he replied^ ** tahose she Juts been. She 
is minef now, and if you feel able, we will consBilt together 
as to the snrest method of finding her." 

A sndden faintness caodie over Madam Conway, and^hile 
the expression of her faee lehaeged to one of joyful suqurise, 
she stammered ouf, -'Can it be I hear aright? Do I 
understand yon ? ^JjkXfd jon willing to take poor Maggie 
back r 

" I certainly haire no other intention^'' be answered. 
" There was a moment the memory of which makes me 
ashamed, when my pride ri^bQlljdd ; but it is over now, end 
though Maggie cannot in reality be again your child, she 
cfin be my wife^ and I ini|6;t find her/' 

"You make me so happy, oh, so happy P said Madam 
Conway. " I feared you would cast h«r oflf, and in that 
case it would have been piy duty to do so too, thoogli 
I never loyed a h^man ^belng, as at this moment I lovo 
her." 

Mr. Carrollton looked as if he did not folly comi^tehAsul 
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the womai^ who loving Margaret as she said she did, could 
yet be so djepeudent upon his diciston ; but be made -no com» 
ment, ^and when next he spoke he annoanced his intention 
of calling upon Hagar, who possibly conM tell him where 
Margaret had gone. "At all events," said he, "I may 
asccrtaia why the secret, so long kept, wa» at this late day 
divulged- It may be well/' he continued, *f to say nothing 
to the servants as yet, save that Maggie Iditts gone. Mrs. 
JeffreoTx however, had better be let into the secret at once. 
We can trust her, I think/?. 

Madam Conway bowed, and Mr. CarroUton leftthe room, 
starting immediately for the cottage by the mine. As he 
approached the house, he saw the servant who for several 
weeks had been staying there, and who now came out to 
meet him, telling him that sinqe the night before, Hagar had 
been raving crazy, talking continually of Maggie, who, she 
said, " had gone where none would ever find her." 

In some anxiety, Mr. CarroUton pressed on, until the cot- 
tage door was reached, where for a moment he stood gazing 
silently upon the poor woman before him. Upon the bed, 
her white hair falling over her round, bent shoulders, and 
her large eyes shining with delirious light, old Hagar sat, 
weaving back and forth, and talking of Margaret, of Hester, 
and " the little foolish child," who, with a sneer upon her 
lip, she said, "was a fair specimen of the Conway race." 

" Hagar," said Mr. CarroUton, and at the sound of that 
voice Hagar turned toward him her flashing eyes, then 
with a scream, buried her head in the bed-clothes, saying, 
'• Go away, Arthur CarroUton 1 Why are you here ? 
Don't you know who I am ? Don't you know toAat Marga- 
ret is, and don't you know how proud you are ?" 

" Hagar," he said again, subduing, by a strong efiFort, the 
rej)ugnance he felt at questioning her, " I know all, except 
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n here Margaret lias gone, and if on this point you can giro 
me any information, I sl^all receive it most thankfully.'' 

"Gone !" shrieked Hagar, starting up in bed ; ** then she 
has gone. The''play is played out, the performance is ended, 
and I sinned for nothing I" 

" Hagar, will you tell me where Maggie is ? I wish to 
follow her," said Mr, Carroll ton ; and Hagar answered, 
"Maggie, Maggie — ^he said that lovingly enough, but 
there's a catch somewhere. He does not wish to follow her 
for any good — and though I know wheje she has gone, I'll 
surely never tell. 1 kept one secret nineteen years. I can 
keep another as long;" and folding her arms upon her 
chest, she commenced singing, " I know full well, but I'll 
never tell." 

Biting his lips with vexation, Mr. Carroll ton tried first by 
persuasion, then by flattery, and lastly by threats, to obtain 
from her the desired information, but in vain. Her only 
answer was, " I know full well, but I'll never tell," save 
once, when tossing towards him< her long white hair, she 
shrieked, " Don't you see a resemblance — only hers is black 
— and so was mine nineteen years ago, — and so was Hester's 
too — glossy and black as the raven's wing. The child ia 
like the mother — the mother was like the grandmother, and 
the grandmother is like — me, Hagar Warren. Do you un- 
derstand ?" 

Mr. Carrollton made no answer, and with a feeling of 
disappointment walked away, shuddering as he thought, 
** and she is Margaret's grandmother." 

He found Madam Conway in strong hysterics on Marga* 
ret's bed, for she had refused to leave the room, saying, " she 
would die there or nowhere." Gradually the reality of her 
loss Jiad burst upon her, and now gasping, choking, and 
wringing her bands, she lay upon the pillows, while Mra 
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Jeffre}, worked op to a pitch of great nerroos ezcitementi' 
'fidgeted hither and thither, doing always the wrong tluiig, 
fanning the lad j when she did not wish to be fanned, and 
ceasing to fan her just wlien she was ''dying for want of air." 

As yet, Mrs. Jeffrey knew nothing definite, except that 
something dreadful had happened to Margaret ; but. very 
candidly Mr. Carrollton told her all, bidding her keep silent 
on the subject; then, turning to Madam Conway, he re* 
peated to her the restilt of his ciall on old Hagar. 

" The wretch P gasped Ma^am Conway, while Mrs. J^^ 
frey, running in her fright froin the window to the door,^and 
from the door back to the window again, exclaimed, "Mar- 
garet not a Conway, nor yet a Davenport, after all ! It is 
just what I expected. I always knew she came honestly by 
those low-bred ways I" 

** Jeffrey," and the voice of the hysterical woman pa the 
bed was loud and distinct, as she grasped the arm of 
the terrified little governess, who chanced to be within her 
reach. ** Jeffrey," either leave my hoose at once, or speak 
more deferentially of Miss Miller, You will call her hjikai 
namef too. It matters not to Mr. Carrolltcn and myself 
whose child she has been. She iaours now, and must be 
treated with respect. Do you understand me 7" 

"Yes, ma'am," meekly answered Jeffrey, rubbing her 
dumpy arm which bore the mark of e. thumb and .finger, and 
as her services were not just then required she glided from 
the room to drown, if possible, her grievance in the leather 
bound London edition of Baxter I 

Meanwhile, Madam Conway was consulting with Mr. Car 
roUton as to their best mode of finding Margaret. " Sht 
took the cars, of course," said Mr. Carrollton, adding that 
" he should go at once to the depot, and ascertain which 
way she went. If I do not return to-night you need not bf 
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jilarmed/' he said, »s ha was leaving tne room, whereopoc 
M^am CoQwaj called hioirback, bidding him ** telegraph 
for Thco at once, as she mast have some one with her be- 
Qides (that vexatious Jeffrey/' 

Mr. <]larroUtoa promised pompliance with her request, and 
then went immedlatelj to the depot, where he learned that 
PQ one had entered the cars from that place on the previous 
flighty and that Maggie, if ahe took the train at all, must 
have done so at some other station. This was not unlikely, 
luid before the day was passed, Mr. CarroUton had visited 
several different stations, and had talked with the conduo* 
tors pf the several trains, but all to no purpose ; and very 
much disheartened, he retonied at nightfall to the old stone 
house, where to his great surprise, he found both Thco and 
her hnsbaud. The telegram had done its mission, and feel* 
ing aaxious to know the worst, Qeorge had come up with 
^heo to spend the night. It was the first time Madam Con- 
way had seen him since her memorable encounter with his 
irother, for though Theo had more than once been home, he 
had never before accompanied her, and now when Madam 
Conway heard his voice in tha hall below,, she groaned 
afresh. The sight of his good-humored face, however, and 
his kind offer to do whatever he could to find the fugitive, 
restored her composure ia a measure, and she partially for- 
got that he was in any way connected with the blueurnbrdlaf 
or the blue umbrella connected. with him I Never in her 
life had Theo felt very deeply upon any subject, and now, 
though she seemed bewildered at what she heard, she mani- 
fested no particular emotion, until her grandmother, wring- 
ing her hands, exclaimed, " You have no sister now, my 
child, and I no Margaret.'^ Then, indeed, her tears flowed, 
and when her husband whispered to her, " We will love 
poor Maggie all the same," she cried aloul, but not quite 

10* 
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as demouslratiyely as Madam Conway wished, and la a rerj 
nnamlable frame of mind, the old lady accased her of beiog 
selfish aud hard-hearted. 

Iq this stage of proceedings Mr. Oarrolltoo retiraed, 
bringing no tidings of Maggie, whereupon another fit of 
hysterics ensned, and as Theo behaved much worse than 
Mrs. Jeffiey had done, the latter was finally summoned again 
to the sick room, where she had last sncceeded in quieting 
the excited woman. The next morning George Douglas 
visited old Hagar, bat he too was ansuecessful, aad that 
afternoon he returned to Worcester, leaving Theo with her. 
grandmother, who, though finding fault with whatever she 
did, refused to let her go nntil Margaret was fouud. 

During the remainder of the week, Mr. Carrollton rode 
through the couAtry, making the most minute inquiries, and 
receiving always the same discouraging answer. Once he 
thought to advertise, but from making the affair thus public 
he instinctively shrank, and resolving to spare neither his 
time, his money, nor his health, he pursued his weary way 
alone. Once, too, Madam Conway spoke of Henry Warner, 
saying it was possible Maggie might have gone to him, as 
she had thought so much of Rose; but Mr. Carrollton *^kmi» 
letter P " A discarded lover,'' he said, " was the last peifeon 
in the world to whom a young girl like Margaret would go, 
particularly as Theo had said that Henry was now the hus- 
band of another." 

Still the suggestion haunted him, and on the Monday 
following Henry Warner's first visit to Worcester, he, too, 
went down to talk with Mr. Douglas, asking him, " if it wero 
possible that Maggie was in Leominster." 

" I know she is not," said George, repeating the particu- 
lars of his interview with Henry, who, he said, was at the 
store on Saturday. " Once I thought of telling him all,' 
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said be, " and then considering the relations which formerly 
existed between them, I concluded to keep silent, especially 
as he manifested no desire to speak of her, but appeared, I 
fancied, quite uneasy when I casually mentioned Hillsdale." 

Thus was that matter decided, and while not many milea 
awaji Maggie was watching hopelessly for the coming of 
Arthur CarroUton, he, with George Douglas, wa« devising 
the best means for finding her, George generously offering 
to assist in the search, and suggesting finally that he should 
himself go to New York city, while Mr. CarroUton explored 
Boston and its vicinity. It seemed quite probable that 
Margaret would seek some of the large cities, as in her letter 
she had said she could earn her livelihood by teaching music; 
and quite hopeful of success, the young men parted, Mr. 
CarroUton going immediately to Boston, while Mr. Douglas, 
after a day or two, started for New York, whither, as the 
reader will remember, he had gone at the time of Henry's 
last visit to Worcester. 

Here, for a time we leave them, Hagar raving mad, 
Madam Conway in strong hysterics, Theo wishing herself 
anywhere but at Hillsdale, Mrs. Jeffrey ditto, George 
Douglas threading the crowded streets of the noisy city, 
and Mr. CarroUton in Boston, growing paler and sadder as 
day after day passed by, bringing him no trace of the lost 
one. Here, I say, we leave them, while in another chapter 
we follow the footsteps of her for whom this search was 
made. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

VL4GABA. 

From the seaside to the moantains, from the moaptaiu 
to Saratoga, from Saratoga to Montreal, frpip If ontreal to 
the Thousand Isles^^ and thence thej scarce kn^w where, the 
trayellers wended their way, stopping not long at any place, 
for Margaret was ever seeking change. Greatly had she 
been admired, her paJe, beautiful face attracting attention at 
once ; but from all flattery she turned away, sayiiig to Hen- 
ry and Rose, " Let us go on." 

So, onward still onward they went, pausing longesjb at 
Montreal, for it was there Arthur Garrollton had been, ther^ 
a part of his possessions lay, and there Margaret willingly lin- 
gered, even after her companions wished to be gone. 

" He may be here again," she said | and so she waited and 
watched, scanning eagerly the passers by, and npticing each 
new face as it appeared at the table of the hot^, inhere th^y 
were staying. But the one she waited for never came, " and 
even if he does," she thought, ** he will not come for me." 

So she signified her willingness to depart, and early one 
bright July morning, she left, while the singing birda 
from the tree tops, the summer air from the Canada hills, 
and, more than all, a warning voice within her, bade her, 
" Tarry yet a little, stay till the sun was set," for far out in 
the country and many miles away a train was thundering on 



It would reach the city at nfght&ll, and nmong its jaded pa» 
Bengers, was a worn and weary man. Hopeless, almost aim* 
less now, he would come, and why he came he scarcely 
knew. " She would not be there so far from home," he 
Has sure of that, but he was coming for the sake of 
what he hoped and feared, when last he trod those streets. 
Listlessly he entered the same hotel, from whose windows, 
for five long days, a fair youDg face had looked for him. 
Listlessly he registered his name, then carelessly turned thji 
leayes backward — backward — backward still, till only on^ 
remained between his hand and the page bearing date fiye 
days before. He paused and was about to move away, 
when a sudden breeze from the open window turned the 
remaining leaf, and his eye caught the name, not of Mhggif 
Miller ^ but of " Henry Warner, ladj, and sisterP 

** Thus it stood, and thus he repeated it to himself, dwelL 
ing upon the last words sister, as if to him it had another 
iQieaning. He had heard from Madam Conway, that neither 
Henry Warner nor Rose had a sister, but she might b^ 
Qiista;ken ; probably she was, and dismissing the subject 
from his mind, he walked away. Still the names haunted 
him, and thinking at last, that if Mr. Warner were now in 
Montreal, he would like to see him, he returned to the 
office, asking the cl^rk if the occupants of Nos. — : were 
there still. 

** Left this morning for the Falls," was the laconic answer, 
and without knowing why he should particularly wish to dc 
80, Mr. Carrollton resolved to follow them. 

He would as soon be at the Falls as at Montreal, he 
thought. Accordingly he left the next morning for Niagara, 
taking the shortest route by river and lake, and arriving 
there on the evening of the second day after his departure 
from the city. But nowhere could a trace be found of H^d 
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ry Warner, and determining now to wait until be 2ame^ 
Mr. Carrollton took rooms at the International, where aftei 
ft day or two, worn out with travel, excitement and hope 
deferred, he became severely indisposed, and took his bed, 
forgetting entirely both Henry Warner and the sister, 
whose name he had seen npon the hotel register. Thoughts 
of Maggie Miller, however, were constantly in his mind, and 
whether waking or asleep, he saw always her face, some- 
times radiant with healthful beauty, as when he first beheld 
her, and again, pale, troubled, and sad, as when he saw her 
last. 

" Oh, shall I ever find her 7" he would sometimes say, as 
in the dim twilight he lay listening to the noisy hum which 
came np from the public room below. 

And once, as he lay there thus, he dreamed, and in his 
dreams there came through the open window a clear, silvery 
voice, breathing the loved name of Maggk, Again he 
heard it on the stairs, then little tripping feet went past his 
door, followed by a slow, languid tread, and with a nervpus 
start, the sick man awoke. The day had been cloudy and 
dark, but the rain was over now, and the room was full of 
sunshine — ^sunshine dancing on the walls, sunshine glimmer- 
ing on the floor, sunshine everywhere. Insensibly, too, there 
stole over Mr. Carrollton's senses a feeling of quiet, of rest> 
and he slept ere long again, dreaming this time that Mar« 
garet was there. 

Yes, Margaret was there — there, beneath the same roof 
which sheltered him, and the same sunshine which filled his 
room with light had bathed her white brow, as leaning from 
her window, she listened for the roar of the falling water. 
They had lingered on their way, stopping at the Thousand 
Isles, for Margaret would have it so ; but they had come at 
last, and the tripping footsteps in the hall, the silvery voice 
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Upon the stairs, was that of the golden haired Rose, who 
watched over Margaret with all a sister's love and a mother's 
care; The frequent jokes of the fun-loving Henry, too, 
were not without their good effects, and Margaret was bet* 
ter now than she had been for many weeks. 

" I can rest here," she said, and a faint color came to her 
cheeks, making her look more like herself than she had done 
before since that night of sorrow in the woods. 

And so three days went by, and Mr. Carrollton, on his 
weary bed, dreamed not that the slender fonn, which some- 
times through his half closed door, cast a shadow in his 
room, was that of her for whom he sought. The tripping 
footsteps, too, went often by, and a merry, childish voice, 
which reminded him of Maggie, rang through the spacious 
halls, until at last the sick man came to listen for that party 
as they passed. They were a merry party, he thought, a 
very merry party, and he pictured to himself her of the 
ringing voice ; she was dark eyed, he said, with braids of 
shining hair, and when, as they were passing once, he asked 
of his attendant if it were not as he had fancied, he felt a 
pang of disappointment at the answer which was, "The 
girl the young gentleman hears so much, has yellow curia 
and dark blue eyes." 

" She is not like Maggie, then," he sighed, and when 
again he heard that voice, a part of its music was gone. 
Still it cheered his solitude, and he listened for it again, just 
as he had done before. 

Once, when he knew they were going out, he went to the 
window to see them, but the large straw fiats and close 
carriage revealed no secret, and disappointed he turned 
away. * 

" It is useless to stay here longer," he said ; " I must be' 
about my work. I am able to leave, and I will go to-mori 
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row. Bat first I will visit tl^e F^iffi 4>Q6e oMMPe. I loa} 
never see them again.^ 

Accordiogly, next morning, after Maigairet ftnd Bose bad 
left the hoQse, he came down the ^tair^, sprang into an opea 
carriage, and was driven to Goat Islaiu), wiuchi nntU hil 
illness, had been bis favorite resort. 

♦ ♦ * f « ^ 

Beneath the tall forest trees which grow iqK>n the idand 
there is a rnstic seat. Jnst on the brink of tha river it 
stands, and the carriage road winds bj. It is ^ conqiara? 
tivel J retired spot, looking out npon the foaoaing water nisfa? 
ing so madly on. He;re the weary often rest ; here loivera 
sometimes come to be alone ; and here Ifaggie Mffler sat 
on that summer morning, living over again the past, which 
to her had been so bright, and i^usjing sadly of the futore^ 
which would bring her she knew not what. 

She had struggled to overcome her pride, nor deemed il 
longer a disgrace that she was npt a Conway. Of Hagar, 
too, she often thought, pitying the poor old half-crazed 
woman who for her sake had borne f(0 much. Bat not of hef 
was she thinking now. Hagar was shrivelled and bent» 
and old, while the image present in Margaret's miad wa^ 
handsome, erect and young, like the genikmam riding hy-TTr 
the man whose carriage wheels, grinding into the gravelly 
road, attracted no attention. Too intent was she apon a 
shadow to heed aught el$e around, and she leaned against a 
tree, nor turned her head aside, as Arthur CarroUton went 
by I 

A little further on, and out of Maggle'a sight, a fairy fig- 
ure was seated upon the grass ; the- fiat was thrown aside^ 
and her curls fell back from her upturned face, as she spoke 
to Henry Warner. But the sentence was unfinished, for 
the carriage appeared in view> and with woman's qmk 
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toui" 

Starting ^ her feet,. Ae sprang ; inyoluatarjtly forward, to 
loe^t Ijilqa, castings )^api|d glance, ^JmipA for Margaret. ;^e 
^.4)b^nrf4:the.mo7en)eQt, and k,iiew that 60i[Qewbere iDjije 
.world he .bad seen that fac^e bofore^-tbose golden corjs-^ 
those deep bine eyes — that childish form — ^thej were not 
..wholly anfanalliar. .Who w^as sh^^^and .why did she prance 
.towards him.? , 

." Rose/'^aid Heni7,-W.how:oi|l|i call her j>ack, V 'Rom^V* 
.j^d ],ooking towmds the spejaker, Mr. CarrpUton knew at 
once that Henry Warner and his bri4e were standing 
there before him.. 

In a moment he had joined them, and though he knew 
that Henry Warner, had once loved Maggie Miller, he spoke 
of her withoot reserre, saying to Kose, when she asked if 
he were there for pleasure, " I am looking for Maggie Miller. 
A strange discovery has been made of late, and Margaret 
has left us." 

** She is here — ^here with us,^ cried Rose ; and in the 
exuberance of her joy, she was darting away, when Henry 
held her back until farther explanations were made. 

This did not occupy them long, for sitting down again upon 
the bank. Rose briefly told him all she knew ; and when 
with eager joy he asked " where is she now ?" she pointed 
towards the spot, and then with Henry walked away, for she 
knew that it was not for her to witness that glad meeting. 

Tlie river rolls on with its heaving swell, and the white 
foara is tossed towards the shore, while the soft summer air 
still beara on its wing the sound of the cataract's roar. 
But Margaret sees it not, hears it not. There is a spell 
npon her now — a halo of joy, and she only knows that a 
strong arm is around her, and a voice is in her ear, whisper* 
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htg' that the bosom on which her wefltry head Is pillowed 
shall be her resting-place forever. 

It had come to her suddenly, sitting there thus — ^the foot- 
fall upon the sand had not been heaM^ — ^the shadow upon 
the grisrs had not been seen, and his presence had not been 
felt, till'bendmg low, Mr. Cfarrollton said aloud, "My Mag- 
rier ■ 

Thenirtdeed she started up, and turned'to see who it was 
that thus so much like him had called her name. She saw 
who it was, and looking in his face, she knew she was not 
hated, and with a moaning cry went forward to the arms 
extended to receive her. 



Four guests, instead of one, went forth that ' afternoon 
from the International — four guests homeward bound, and 
eager to be there. No more journeying now for happiness^; 
no more searching for the lost ; for both are found ; both 
aro there — ^happiness and Maggie Miller. 
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HOMB. 

iHPAriENT, restless and cross, Madam Conway lay in Mar- 
garet's room, scolding TM^, and chiding Mrs. Jeffrey; both 
of whom, thoQgh trying their utmost to suit her, managed 
nnfortunately to do always just what she wished them not 
to do. Mrs. Jeffrey's hands were usually too cold, while 
Theo's were too hot. Mrs. Jeffrey made the head of the 
bed too high. Theo altogether too low. In short, neither 
of them ever did what Margaret would have done had she 
been there, and so day after day the lady complained, grow- 
ing more and more unamiable, until at last Theo began to 
talk seriously of following Margaret's example, and running 
away herself, at least as far as Worcester : but the dis* 
tressed Mrs. Jeffrey, terrified at the thoughts of being left 
ther« alone, begged of her to stay a little longer, offering 
the comforting assurance that "it could not be so bad 
always, for Madam Conway would either get better — or 
something.'' 

So Theo staid, enduring with a martyr's patience the ca« 
prices of her grandmother, who kept the whole household in 
a constant state of excitement, and who at last began to 
blame George Douglas entirely as being the only one in 
fault. " He didn't half look," she said, " and she doubted 
whether he knew enough to keep from losing hi\sv.^^\t \\i "^^^ 
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York. It was the most foolish thing Arthur GarroIltc& had 
erer done, kiiing George Douglas to search I*^ 

" Hiring him, grandma !" cried Theo, " George offered bli 
eervices for nothing/' and the tears came to her eyes at ttui 
injustice done to her husband. 

But Madam Conway persisted in being unreasonable, and 
matters grew gradually worse until the day when Margaret 
was found at the Fails. Onithat mbniing Madam Conway 
determined upon riding — "fresh air would do her good,'' 
she said, "and they had kept her in a hot chamber long 
enoagh." 

Accordingly, the carriage wa^rought out, and Madam 
Conway carefully lifted in ; but ere fifty rods were passi^ 
the coachman was ordered to drive back, as "she could not 
endure the jolt — she told them she poujda't all the time,'' 
and her eyes turned reprovingly upon poor Theo, sitting ft 
lently in the opposite corner. 

" The Lord help me, if she isn't copiing back, so sooPi'' 
sighed Mrs. Jeffrey, as she saw the carriage returning, and 
went to meet the invalid who had " taken her death cold," 
just as she knew she should, when they insisted upon Jier 
going out. 

That day was far worse than any which had preceded 
it. It was probably her last, Madam Conway said, and 
numerous were the charges she gave to Theo concern" 
lug Margaret, should she ever be found. The house, the 
farm, the furniture and plate, were all to be hers, while 
to Theo was given the lady's wardrobe, saving such articloa 
as Margaret might choose for herself, and if she never were 
found, the bouse and farm were to be Mr. CarroUton's. Thli 
was too much for Theo, who resolved to go hon^e on the 
morrow at all hazards, and she had commenced making pre- 
parations for leaving, when to her great joy her husband 
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eaao, and ii^ rcconntlng to him her trial?, she forgot in a 
me&snre how unhappj she had been. Oeorge Douglas was 
Tistlj amtised at what he heard and resolved to experiment 
a little with the lady, who was so weak as to notice him 
coly with a slight nod when he first entered the room. He 
nw at a glance that nothing in particular was the matter, 
and when towards night she lay panting for breath, with 
ber eyes half closed, he approached her and said : '' Madam, 
i&' case you die '' 

*' In case I die,'^ she whispered indignantly. " It doesn'l 
admit of a doubt My feet are as cold as icicles now." 

" Certainly," said he. " I beg your pardon ; of course 
you'll die," 

The lady turned away rather defiantly for a dying woman, 
o&d George continued : " What I mean to say is this — ^if 
Maigaret is^ never found, you wish the house to be Mr. 
CarroUton's ?" 

" Yes, everything, my wardrobe and all," came from be- 
neath 4;he bedclothes, and Oeorge proceeded : ** Mr. Ga^ 
rollton cannot of course take the house to England, and as 
he will need a trusty tenant, would you object greatly, if 
My father and me€her should come here to live ? They'd 
like it, I " 

The sentence was unfinish^-^the bunches in the throat, 
which for hours had prevented the sick woman from speak^* 
ing aloud, and were etentually to choke her to death, disap* 
peared ; Madam Conway found her voice, and starting up, 
Bcircamed out, "That abominable woman and heathenish 
gulin tkis house, in my house ; PQ live forever, first 1" and 
her round bright eyes flashed forth their indignation. 

'* I thought the mention of mother would revive her," said 
George, aside to Theo, who, convulsed with laughter, had 
hidden herself behmd the witidow curtauL^ 
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Mr. Douglas was inght, for not again that afternoon & 
Madam Conway speak of dying, thongh she kept her bed 
until night-fall, when an incident occurred which brought 
her at once to her feet, making, her forget that she had ever 
been otlierwise than well. 

In her cottage by the mine, old Hagar had raved, and 
Eung, and wept, talking much of Margaret, but never tell- 
ing whither she had gone. Latterly, however, she had 
grown more calm, talking far less than heretofore, and 
sleeping a great portion of the day, so that the servant 
who attended her became neglectful, leaving her many 
hours alone, while she, at the stone house, passed her time 
more agreeably than at the lonesome hut. On the after- 
noon of which we write, she was as usual at the house, and 
though the sim went down, she did not hasten back, for her 
patient, she said, was sure to sleep, and even if she woke 
she did not need much care. 

Meantime old Hagar slumbered on. It was a deep, 
refreshing sleep, and when at last she did awake, her reason 
was in a measure restored, and she* remembered everything 
distinctly, up to the time of Margaret's last visit, when she 
said she was going away. And Margaret had gone away, 
she was sure of that, for she remembered Arthur Garrollton 
stood once within that room, and besought of her to tell if 
she knew aught of Maggie's destination. She did know, 
but she had not told, and perhaps they had not found her 
yet. Raising herself in bed, she called aloud to the servant, 
but there came no answer ; and for an hour or more, she 
waited impatiently, growing each moment more and Qtore 
excited. If Margaret were found she wished to know it, 
and if she were not found, it was surely her duty to go at 
once, and tell them where she was. But could she walk J 
She stepped upon the floor and tried. Her limbs trembled 
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beneath her weight, aad smking into a chair, sae criei, ** I 

can't, I can't." 

Half an hour later, she heard the sonnd of wheels. A 
neighboring farmer was returning home from Hichlaid. and 
had taken the cross road as his shortest route. ^' Perhaps 
he will let me ride," she thought, and hobbling to the door, 
she called after him, making known her request. Wonder 
ing what "new freak" had entered her mind, the man con- 
sented, and just as it was growing dark, he set her do^a at 
Madam Conway's gate, where, half fearfully, the bewildered 
woman gazed around. The windows of Margaret's room were 
open, a figure moved before them, Margaret might be ♦»*ftre, 
and entering the hall door unobserved, she began to av^^ud 
the stairs, crawling upon her hands and knees, and pa^slug 
several times to rest. 

It was nearly dark in the sick-room, and as Mrs. Jeffrey 
had just gone out, and Theo, in the parlor below, was er.'oy. 
ing a quiet talk with her husband. Madam Conway was 
quite alone. For a time she lay thinking of Marp^aret^ i-hen 
her thoughts turned upon George and his ** amazing nropo- 
iifion." "Such unheard of insolence 1" she exclaimpd. -^nd 
she was proceeding farther with her soliloquy, when a p(»*Hi- 
liar noise upon the stairs without caught her ear, and rais- 
ing herself upon her elbow, she listened intently to the so'^nd 
which came nearer and nearer, and seemed like some rua 
creeping slowly, painfully, for she could hear at intervals a 
long drawn breath, or groan, and with a vague feeling of nn- 
easiness, she awaited anxiously the appearance of her visitor • 
nor waited long, for the half closed door swung slowly bacfe, 
and through the gathering darkness the shape came «n'»wl. 
ing on, over the threshold, into the room, towards the cor- 
ner, its limbs distorted and bent, its white hair sweeping; tiie 
Boor. With a smothered cry. Madam Conway hid beneaih 
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the beddbthes, looking caatiotislj out at the sUgiilar objebt 
which came creeping on until the bed was reached. It 
touched the eannterpatie, it was straggling to regain its feet^ 
and with a screaih of horror the terrified woman cried oat, 
'* Kcnd, why are yon here?** while a fdint voice replied, " I 
ftm looking for Margaret. I thodght ishe wjeis In bed ;" and 
rising up from her crouching posture, Hagar Warren stood 
face to face with the woman she had so long deceived. 

*' Wretch I" exclaimed the latter, her pride returning as^ 
she Tecognized old Hagar, and thought, ** She is Maggie's 
grandmother. Wretch, hoTV dare you come into my pres- 
ence ? Leave this room at once," and a shrill cry of " Theo, 
Theo," rang through the house, bringing Theo at once to 
the chamber, where she started involuntarily at the sight 
which met her view. 

" Who is it ? Who is it V* she exclaimed. 

" It's Hagar Warfen. Take her away !" screamed Madam 
Conway ; while Hagar, raising her withered hand deprecat- 
ingly, said : " Hear me first. D6 yon knbw where Marga* 
ret is ? Has she been found f '^ 

"No, no," answered Theo, bounding to her side, while 
Madam Conway forgot to stream, and bent eagerly forward 
to listen, her symptoms of dissolution disappearing one by 
one, as the strange narrative proceeded, and ere its close, 
she was nearly dressed, standing erect ad ever, her face glow- 
ing, and her eyes lighted up with joy. 

" Gone to Leominster 1 Henry Warner's half-sister 1" she 
exclaimed. "Why didn't she add a postscript to that let- 
ter, and tell us so ? though the poor child couldn't think of 
everything ;" and then, unmindM of George Douglas, who 
at that moment entered the room, she continued : " I should' 
suppose Douglas might haVe fotmd it out ere this. But th^ 
noment I put my eyes /Qfa that"w6m!(iii, I 'kheiii' no child, of ' 
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hen woald ever know enongh to find Margaret. The Wof^ 
mers are a tolerably good family, I presume. Ill go after lier 
at once. Theo, bring my broch6 shawl, and wouldn't joa 
wear my satin hoodf 'Twill be warmer than my kg- 
hom." 

** Gramdma^ said Theo, in utter astonishment, " what d9 
you mean f You surely are not going to Leominster to 
night, as sick as you are V 

'' Yes, I am going to Leominster to-night," answered the 
decided woman, *' and this gentleman," waying her hand 
majestically towards George, " will oblige me much by see- 
ing that the carnage is brought out." 

Theo was about to remonstrate, when (George whispered, 
" Let her go ; Henry and Rose are probably not at home, 
but Margaret may be there. At all events a little airing 
will do the old lady good ;" and rather pleased than other- 
wise with the expedition, he went after John, who pro- 
nounced his mistress '' crazier than Hagar." 

But it wasn't for him to dictate, and grumbling at the 
prospect before him, he harnessed his horses and droTe tkem 
to the door, where Madam Conway was already in wa\t- 
ing. 

'' See that everything is in order for our return," she said 
to Theo, who promised compliance, and then, herself bewiJ 
dered, listened to the carriage as it rolled away ; it seemed 
80 like a dream that the woman, who three hours before 
could scarcely speak aloud, hiaxl now started for a ride c' 
many miles in the damp night-air ! But love can accoa 
plish miracles, and it made the eccentric lady strong, buo} 
ing up her spirits, and prompting her to cheer on the coach 
man, until just as the dawn grew rosy in tlie east, Leominr 
Bter appeared in view. The house was fourd, the carriag« 
•tops let down, and then with a slight trembling in her 

IKS 
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]imbs. Madam Conway alighted and walked np the graTelM 
path, casting eager, searching glances around and comment* 
ing as follows : 

" Everything is in good taste ; they must be somihody, 
these Warners. Pm glad it is no worse." And with each 
now indication of refinement in Margaret's relatives, the 
disgrace seemed less and less in the mind of the prond 
Englishwoman. 

The ringing of the bell bronght down Janet, who with an 
mqnisitive look at the satin hood and bundle of shawls, 
ushered the stranger into the parlor,^ and then went for her 
mistress. Taking the card her servant bronght, Mrs. War- 
ner read with some little trepidation, the name, ** Madam Con* 
WAT, Hillsdale." From what she had heard, she was not 
prepossessed in the lady's favor ; but, cunous to know why 
she was there at this early hour, she hastened the making of 
her toilet, and went down to the parlor, where Madam Con« 
way sat, coiled in one comer of the sofa, which she had 
satisfied herself was covered with real brocatelle, as were 
also the chairs within the room. The tables of rosewood 
and marble, and the expensive cnrtains had none of them 
escaped her notice, and in a mood which more common far- 
nitnre would never have produced, Madam Conway arose 
to meet Mrs. Warner, who received her politely, and then 
waited to hear her errand. 

It was told in a few words. She had come for Margark 
— Margaret, whom she had loved for eighteen years, and 
could not now cast off, even though she were ^wt of the Con- 
way and Davenport extraction. 

" I can easily understand how painful must have been the 
knowledge that Maggie was not your own," returned Mrs, 
Warner, for sh« is a girl of whom any one might be proud ; but 
|ua are laboring under a mistake — ^Henry is not her brother,* 
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And then, very briefly she explained the^ matter to Madam 
Conway, who having heard so much, was now surprised at 
nothing, and who felt, it may be, a little gratified iu know- 
ing that Henry was, after all, nothing to Margaret, save the 
husband of her sister. But a terrible disappointment await- 
ed her, " Margaret was not there," and so loud were her 
lamentations, that some time elasped ere Mrs. Warner could 
make her listen, while she explained, that " Mr. Carrollton 
had found Maggie the day previous, at the Falls, that they 
were probably iu Albany now, and would reach Hillsdale 
that very day ;" such at least was the import of the telegram 
which Mrs. Warner had received the evening before. ** They 
wish to surprise you undoubtedly," she said, " and conse- 
quently have not telegraphed to you." 

This seemed probable, and forgetting her weariness. Madam 
Conway resolved upon leaving John to drive home at his 
leisure, while she took the Leominster cars, which reached 
Worcester in time for the upward train. This matter ad- 
lusted, she tried to be quiet; but her excitement increased 
each moment, and when at last breakfast was served, she 
did but little justice to the tempting viands which her 
hostess set before her. Margaret's chaml>er was visited 
next, and very lovingly she patted and smoothed the downy 
pillows, for the sake of the bright head which had rested 
there, while to herself she whispered abstractedly, "Yes, 
yes," though to what she was giving her assent, she could 
not tell. She only knew that she was very happy, and very 
impatient to be gone, and when at last she did go, it seemed 
to her an age ere Worcester was reached. 

llesolutely turning her head away, lest she should see the 
9cene of her disaster, when last she was in that city, she 
walked up and down the ladies' room, her satin hood and 
heavy broche shawl, on that warm July morning, attracting 
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moeh attention. Bat little did she care. "Margaret'' wai 
the bnrden of her thonghts, and the appearance of Mrs. 
Donglas herself, wonld scarcely have disturbed her. Mneb 
less, then, did the presence of a qneerlj dressed yonng girl, 
who, entering the car with her, occupied from necessity the 
same seat, feeling herself a little annoyed at being thus 
obliged to sit so near one whom she mentally pronounced 
** mighty unsociable," for not once did Madam Conway turn 
ber face that way, so intent was she upon watching their 
apparent speed, and counting the number of miles they had 
come. 

When Charlton was reached, however, she did obsenre 
the woman in a shaker, who, with a pail pf huckldferries on 
her arm, was evidently waiting for some one. 

An aadible groan from the depths of the satin hood, as 
Beisey Jane passed out and the cars passed on, showed plain* 
ly that the mother and sister of Greorge Douglas were recog* 
nized, particularly as the former wore the red and yellow 
calico, which, having been uscfd as. a ''dress up" the summer 
before, now did its owner service as a garment of every-day 
wear. But not long did Madam Conway suffer her mind to 
dwell upon matter so trivial Hillsdale, was not far away, 
and she came each moment nearer. Two more stations 
were reached — ^the haunted swamp was passed — Chicopee 
River was in sight — ^the bridge appeared in view — the 
whistle sounded, and she was there. 

Half an hour later, and Theo, looking from her window, 
started in surprise as she saw the village omnibus drive 
op to their door. 

^* 'Tis grandmother I" she cried, and running to meet her 
the asked why she had returned so soon. 

•* They are coming at noon," answered the excited woman 
— iiien, hurrying into the house, and throwing off her hood 



■he contianed, ** He's found hier at the Falls ; thej are be« 
tween here and Albany now ; tell everybody to hurry as fast 
as they can ; tell Hannah to make a chicken pie — Maggie 
was fond of that ; and turkey — ^tell her to kill a turkey — it's 
Maggie's favorite dish — and ice cream, too I I wish I had 
some this minute," and she wiped the perspiration from her 
burning face. 

No more hysterics now ; no more lonesome nights ; nc 
more thoughts of death — ^for Margaret was coming home— 
the best-loved of them all. Joyfully the servd,nts told to 
each other the glad news, disbelieving entirely the report fast 
gaining circulation, that the queenly Maggie was lowly born 
—-a grandchild of old Hagar. Up and down the stairs 
Madam Conway ran, flitting from room to room, and tarry- 
ing longest in that of Margaret, where the sunlight came in 
softly through the half closed blinds and the fair summer 
blossoms smiled a welcome for the expected one. 

Suddenly the noontide stillness was broken by a sound, 
deafening and shrill on ordinary occasions, but falling now 
like music on Madam Conway's ear, for by that sound she 
knew that Margaret was near. Wearily went the half hour 
by, and then, from the head of the tower stairs, Theo cried 
out, " She is coming I'' while the grandmother buried her 
face in the pillows of the lounge, and asked to be alone 
when she took back to her bosom the child which was not 
hers. 

Earnestly, as if to read the inmost soul, each looked into 
the other's eyes — Margaret and Theo — and while the voice 
of the latter was choked with tears, she wound her arms 
around the graceful neck, which bent to the caress, and 
whispered low, " You are my sister still." 

Against the vine-wreathed balustrade a fairy form was 
leaning, holdmg back her breath lest she should hreak the 
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deep silence of that meeting. In her bosom there was do 
pang of fear lest Theo should be loved the best ; and even 
had there been, it conld not surely have remained, for 
stretching out her arm, Margaret drew her to her side, and 
placing her hand in that of Theo said, '' Ton are both wj 
sisters now," while Arthur Carrollton, bending down, kissed 
the lips of the three, saying as he did so, '' Thus do I 
acknowledge your relationship to me.'' 

"Why don't she come?" the waiting Madam Conway 
sighed, just as Theo pointmg to the open door, bade Mar- 
garet " go in." 

There was a blur before the lady's eyes — ^a buzzing in her 
ears — and the footfall she had listened for so long, was now 
unheard as it came slowly to her side. But the light touch 
upon her arm — the well remembered Toice within her ear, 
calling her " Madam Conway," sent through her an electric 
thrill, and starting up she caught the wanderer in her arms, 
crying imploringly, " Not that name, Maggie darling ; call 
me grandma, as you used to do — call me grandma still," 
and smoothing back the long black tresses, she looked to 
see if grief had left its impress upon her fair young face. It 
was paler now, and thinner, too, than it was wont to be, 
and while her tears fell fast upon it. Madam Conway whis- 
pered, " You have suffered much, my child, and so have I. 
Why did you go away ? Say, Margaret, why did you leave 
Die all alone 7" 

" To learn how much you loved me," answered Margaret, 
to whom this moment brought happiness second only to that 
which she had felt when on the river bank she sat with Ar« 
thur Carrollton, and heard him tell how much she had been 
mourned — how lonesome was the house without her — and 
how sad where all their, hearts. 

Bat that was over now ; no more sadness — ^no more 
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tears; the lost oae had retonicd ; Margaret wis home 
again — home in the hearts of all, and nothing could dislodge 
her — not even the story of her birth, which Arthur Carroll* 
ton, spurning at furtlier deception, told to the listening ser- 
vants, who, having always respected old Hagar for her posi- 
tion in the household as well as for her education, so snpe« 
rior to their own, sent up a deafening i^hoat, first for '' Tlagar's 
grandchild/' and next for " Miss Margaret foreFer "' 
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Bt Theo's request, old Hagar had been taken home the 
day before, yielding sabmissiyelj, for her frenzied mood was 
over — ^her strength was gone — her life was nearly spent— 
and Hagar did not wish to live. That for which she had 
sinned had been accomplished, and though it had cost her 
days and nights of anguish, ihe wa9 satisfied at last. Marga* 
ret was coming home again — would be a lady still — ^the bride 
of Arthur Oarrollton, for Oeorge Douglas had told her so, 
and she was willing now to die, but not nntil she had seen 
her once again — had looked into the beautiful face of which 
she had been so proud. 

Not to-day, howerer, does she expect her ; and just as 
the sun was setting, the snn which shines on Margaret at 
home, she falls away to sleep. It was at this hour, that 
Margaret was wont to visit her, and now, as the tree-tops 
grew red in the day's departing glory, a graceful form came 
down the woodland path, where for many weeks the grass 
has not been crushed beneath her feet. They saw her as 
she left the house. Madam Conway, Theo, all, but none 
asked whither she was going. They knew, and one^ who 
loved her best of all, followed slowly after, waiting in the 
woods until that interview should end. 

Hagar lay calmly sleeping. The servant was as osui 
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»vrajy and there was no eye watching Margaret as witb 
baming cheeks, and beating heart, she crossed the thresh* 
old of the door, pausing not, faltering not, until the bed was 
reached — the bed where Hagar lay, her crippled hands fold- 
ed meekly upon her breast, her white hair shadings whiter 
face, and a look about her half shut mouth, as if the thin 
pale lips had been much used of late to breathe the word 
^^forgivtP Maggie had never seen her thus before, and the 
worn-out, aged face, had something touching in its sad ez« 
pression, and something startling, too, bidding her hasten, if 
to that woman she would speak. 

" Hagar," she essayed to say, but the word died on her 
lips, for standing there alone, with the daylight fading from 
the earth, and the lifeligbt fading from the form before 
her, it seemed not meet that she should thus address the 
sleeper. There was a name however by which she called 
another — a name of love, and it would make the withered 
heart of Hagar Warren bound, and beat, and throb with 
untold joy. And Margaret said that name at last, whisper- 
ing it first softly to herself ; then bending down so that her 
breath stirred the snow-white hair, she repeated it aloud^ 
starting involuntarily as. the rude walls echoed back the 
name " Grandmother 1" 

'' Grandmother I" Through the senses locked in sleep it 
penetrated, and the dim eyes, once so fiery and black ; grew 
large and bright again, as Hagar Warren woke. 

Was it a delusion, that beauteous form which met her 
view, that soft hand on her brow, or was it Maggie Miller 7 

" Grandmother," the low voice said again, " I am Maggie, 
Hester's child. Can you see me ? Do you know that I am 
here ?" 

Yes, through the films of age, through the films of com- 
ing death, and through the gathering darkness, old Hagar 

20* 
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Raw and knew, and with a scream of joy, her sbranken armi 
woand themselves coBVulsiyelj aroand the maiden's neck, 
drawing her near, and nearer still, antil the shriyelled lips 
touched thu cheek of her who did not torn away, bat re* 
turned tbat kiss of love. 

'* Say it again, say that word once more," and the arms 
dosed tighter round the form of Margaret, who breathed 
it yet again, while the childish woman sobbed aload : " It 
is sweeter than the angels' song, to hear yon call me so." 

She did not ask her when she came — she did not ask her 
where she had been ; but Maggie told her all, sitting by her 
side with the poor hands clasped in her own ; then, as the 
twilight shadows deepened in the room, she struck a light, 
and coming near to Hagar, said, ** Am I much like my 
mother ?" 

" Yes, yes, only more winsome," was the answer, and the 
half blind eyes looked proudly at the beautiful girl fiending 
over the humble pillow. 

** Do you know that ?" Maggie asked, holding to view the 
ambrotype of Hester Hamilton. 

For an instant Hagar ;7ayered, then hugging the picture 
to her bosom, she laughed and cried together, whispering as 
she did so, " My little girl, my Hester, my baby that I used 
to sing to sleep, in our home away over the sea." 

Hagar's mind was wandering amid the scenes of bygone 
years, but it soon came back again to the present time, and 
she asked of Margaret whence that picture came. In a few 
words^ Maggie told her, and then for a time there was silence, 
which was broken at last by Hagar's voice, weaker now 
than when she spoke before. 

" Maggie," she said, *• what of this Arthur Carrollton ? 
Will he make you his bride ?" 

" He has so promised " answered Mag ; and Hagar con 
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tinned : ** Ho will take you to England, and jon will be a 
lady, sure. Margaret, listen to me. 'Tis the last time wo 
Bhall ever talic together, yon and I, and I am glad, that it ia 
80. I have greatly sinned, but I have been forgiven, and I 
am willing now to die. Everything I wished for has como 
to pass, even the hearing you call me by that blessed name ; 
but Maggie, when to-morrow they say that I am dead — 
when yon come down to look upon me lying here asleep, yo« 
needn't call me * Grandmother,' yon may say ' poor Hagar ' 
with the rest — and Maggie, is it too much to ask that your 
own hands will arrange my hair, fix my cap, and straighten 
my poor old crooked limbs for the coffin ? And if I shonld 
look decent, will you, when nobodv sees you do it — Madam 
Conway, Arthur Carrolltori, nobody who is proud— «will you, 
Maggie, kiss me once for the sake of what I've suffered that 
yoti might be what yon are ?" 

" Yes, yes, I will," was Maggie's answer, her tears falling 
fast, and a fear creeping intc her heart, as by the dim can- 
dle light, she saw a nameless shadow settling down on 
Hagar's face. 

The servant entered at this moment, and glancing at old 
Hagar, sunk into a chair, for she . knew that shadow was 
4^ath. 

" Maggie," and the voice was now a whisper, " I wish 1 
could once more see this Mr. Cf-*rollton. 'Tis the nature 
of his kin to be sometimes overbearing, and though I am 
only old Hagar Warren, he might heed my dying words, 
and be more thoughtful of your happiness. Do you think 
that he would come ?" r 

Ere Maggie had time tp answer, there wo« a step upon 
the floor, and Arthur Carrollton stood at her sid< He had 
waited for her long, and growing at last impatient, had 
fitolen to the open door, and when the dying woman asked 
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for him, he had trampled down his pride, and entered tht 
hnmble room. Winding his arm round Margaret, who 
trembled violentlj, he said, '' Hagar, I am here. Hare yoa 
anght to say to me P* 

Qnickly the glazed eyes tamed towards him, and the 
clammy hand was timidly extended. He took it nnhesitat- 
higly, while the pale lips mormnred fdntly : " Maggie's too.'' 
Then holding both between her own, old Hagar said so- 
lemnly : " Yonng man, as yon hope for heaven, deal kindly 
with my child," and Arthur Garrollton answered her alond : 
'' As I hope for heaven, I will," while Margaret fell upon 
her knees and wept. Baising herself in bed, Hagar laid her 
hands upon the head of the kneeling girl, breathing over 
her a whispered blessing ; then the hands pressed heavily, 
the fingers clang with a loving grasp, as it were, to the 
bands of shining hair — the thin lips ceased to move — the 
head fell back upon the pOlow, motionless and still, and 
Arthur Carrolltou, leading Margaret away, told to her gen 
tly, that Hagar was dead. 

♦ *♦♦♦♦ 

Carefully, tenderly, as if she had been a wounded dove, 
did the whole household demean themselves towards Mar- 
garet, seeing that everything needful was done, but meif* 
tioning never in her presence the name of the dead. And 
Margaret's position was a trying one, for though Hagar had 
been her grandmother, she had never regarded her as such, 
and she could not now affect a grief she did not feel Still, 
from her earliest childhood she had loved the strange old 
woman, and she mourned for he? now, as friend moorneth 
for friend, when there is no tie of blood between them. 

Her promise, too, was kept, and with her own hands she 
smoothed the snow-white hair, tied on the muslin cap, folded 
the stiffened arms, and then, unmindful who was looking on. 
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kissed twice the placid face, which seemed to smile ^n her in 
death. 



By the side of Hester Hamilton they made another grare, 
flind with Arthur Carrollton and Eose standing ttt eitner 
side, Margaret looked on while the weary and worn was laid 
to rest ; then slowly she retraced her steps, walking now 
with Madam Conway, for Arthnt Oiirrollton and Bose had 
lingered at the grave, talking together of a plan, which had 
presented itself to the minds of both as' they stood by the 
humble stone, which told where Margaret's mother slept. 
To Margaret, however, they said not a word, nor yet to 
Madam Conway, thongh they both united in urging the two 
ladies to accompany Theo to Worcester for a few days. 

" Mrs. Warner will help me keep house,** Mr. Carrollton 
said, advancing the while so many good reasons why Mar- 
garet at least should go, thar she finally consented, and 
went down to Worcester, together with Madam Con- 
way, George Douglas, Theo and Henry, the latter of whom 
seemed quite as forlorn as did she herself, for Rose was left 
behind, and without her he was nothing. 

Madam Conway had been very gracious to him ; kis fam* 
Uy were good, and when, as they passed the Charlton depot, 
thoughts of the leghorn bonnet and blue umbrella intruded 
themselves upon her, she half wished that Henry had broken 
his leg in Theo's behalf, and so saved her from bearing the 
name of Douglas. 

The week went by, passing rapidly as all weeks will, and 

Margaret was again at home. Rose was there still, and 

just as the sun was setting, she took her sister's hand, and 

cd her out into the open air, toward the resting-place of 

ine dead, where a change had been wrought, and Margarel^ 
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leaning oyer the iron gate, comprehended at once the fed< 
ing which had prompted Mr. Carrollton and Rose to desire 
her absence for a time. The hamble stone was gone, aui 
in its place there stood a handsome monnment, less impos* 
ing, and less expensive than that of Mrs. Miller, It is trae ; 
bat still chaste and elegant, bearing upon it simply the 
names of "Hester Hamilton," and her mother "Hagar 
Warren," with the years of their death. The little grave, 
too, where for many .years Maggie herself had been sup- 
posed to sleep, was not beneath the pine tree now ; that 
mound was levelled down, and another had been made, just 
. where the grass was growing rank and green beneath the 
shadow of the taller stone, and there side by side they lay 
at last together, the mother and her infant child. 

" It was kind in you to do this," Margaret said, and then, 
with her arm round Bose's waist, she spoke of the coming 
time when the sun of another hemisphere would be shining 
down upon her, saying she Should think often of that hour, 
that spot, and that sister, who answered : " Every year when 
the spring rains fall, I shall come to see that the grave has 
been well kept, for you know that she was my mother, too," 
and she pointed to the name of " Hester," deep cut in the 
polished marble. 

" Not yours Rose, but «ifw," said Maggie. " My mothtr^ 
she was, and as such, I will cherish her memory;" t|ien, with 
her arm still around her sister's waist, she walked slowly 
back to the house. 

A little later, and while Arthur Carrollton, with Maggie 
at his side, was talking to her of something which made the 
blushes burn on her still pale cheeks, Ms^am Conway her- 
self walked oat to witness the improvements, lingering 
longest at the little grave, and saying to herself, '' it was 
very thoughtful in Arthur, very, to do what I should have 
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done myself ere this, had I not been afraid of Marguret'f 
feelings." 

Then turning to the new monnment, she admired its 
ehai te beaatj, bat hardly knew whether she was pleased to 
haT(« it there or not. 

" It's very handsome,'' she said, leaving the yard ; and 
walking backward to observe the effect. " And it adds much 
to the looks of the place. There is no question about that. It 
is perfectly proper, too, or Mr. Carrollton would never have 
put it here, for he knows what- is right, of course,'' and the 
still doubtful lady turned away, saying as she did so, " on 
Hhe whole I think I ani glad that Hester has a handsome 
monamcnt, and I know I am glad that Mrs. Miller's is a 
little ^he taller of the two P 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

AUOUST EIGHTEENTH, 18 5 8. 

Teabs hence, if the cable coil, resting far down in the 
mermaids' home, shall prove a bond of perfect peace between 
the mother and her child, thousands will recall the bright 
Bnmmer morning, when throngh the caverns of the mightj 
deep, the* first electric measage came, thrilling the nation's 
heart, qoickening the nation's pulse, and with the music of 
the deep toned bell, and noise of the cannon's roar, pro- 
claiming to the listening multitude, that the isle beyond the 
sea, and the lands which to the westward lie, were bound 
together, shore to shore, by a strange, mysterious tie. And 
two there are who, in their happy home, will oft look back 
upon that day, that 18th day of August, which gave to one 
of Britain's sons as fair and beautiful a bride as e'er went 
forth from the New England bills to dwell beneath a foreign 
sky. 

They had not intended to be married so soon, for Mar« 
garet would wait a little longer ; but an unexpected and 
urgent summons home made it necessary for Mr. CarroUtoa 
to go, and so by chance, the bridal day was fixed for the 
IStb. None save the family were present, and Madam Con- 
way's tears fell fast, as the words were spoken which made 
them one, for by those words she knew that she and Mar- 
garet must part. But not forever ; for when tht next year« 
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aatamn leaves shall fall, the old house by the mill wilJ again 
be without a mistress, while in a handsome country seat 
beyond the sea, Madam Oonway will demean herself right 
proudly as becometh the grandmother of Mrs. Arthur Oap* 
roUton. Theo, too, and Bose will both be there, for their 
husbands have so promised, and when the Christmas fires 
are kindled on the hearth, and the andent pictures on the 
wall take a richer tinge from the ruddy light, there will be a 
happy group assembled within the Oarrollton halls ; and 
Margaret, the happiest of them all, will then almost forget 
that ever in the Hillsdale woods, sitting at Hagar'a feet, she 
listened with a breaking heart to the story of her birth. 

But not the thoughts of a joyous future could dissipate 
entirely the sadness of that bridal, for Margaret was well 
beloved, and the billow which would roll ere long between 
her and her childhood's home, stretched many, many miles 
away. Still they tried to be cheerful, and Henry Warner's 
merry jokes had called forth more than one gay laugh, when 
the peal of bells and the roll of drums arrested their atten- 
tion ; while the servants, who had learned the cause of the 
rejoicing, struck up " God save the Queen," and from an 
adjoining field a rival choir sent back the stirring note of 
• Hail Columbia Happy Land." Mrs. Jeffrey, too, was busy 
In secret she had labored at the rent made by her foot in 
tie flag of bygone days, and now, perspiring at every pore, 
she dragged it up the tower stairs, planting it herself upon 
the house-top, where side by side with the royal banner, it 
waved in the summer breeze. And this she did, not because 
she cared aught for the cable, in which she " didn't believe* 
and declared " would never work," but because she would 
celebrate Margaret's wedding day, and so made some amends 
for her interference when once before the stars and -stripes 
Dad floated above the old stone house. 
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And thus it was, amid smiles and tears, amid beHs and 
drams, and waving flags and merry song, amid noisj shout 
and booming guns, that doable bridal day was ke[)t; and 
when the sun weift down, it left a glory on the western 
donds as if they, too, kad donned their best attire in honor 
of the union. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 4e ♦ ♦ 

It is moonlight on the land, glorions, beantiful moonlight. 
On Hagar's peacefol grave it falls, and glancing off from 
the polished stone, shines across the fields upon the old 
Btone house, where all is cheerless now and stilL No life — 
no sound — ^no bounding step — no gleeful song. All is silent, 
all is sad. The light of the household has departed ; it 
went with the hour when first to each other the lonesome 
servants said, " Margaret is gone.^ 

Yes, she is gone, and all through the darkened rooms 
there is found no trace of her, but away to the eastward 
the moonlight falls upon the sea, where a noble vessel rides. 
With sails unfurled to the evening breeze, it speeds away — 
away from the loved hearts on the shore which after that 
bark, and its precious freight, have sent many a throb of 
love. Upon the deck of that gallant ship there stands a 
beautiful bride, looking across the water with straining eye, 
and smiling through her tears on him who wipes those tears 
away, and whispers in her ear, "I will be more to you, 
my wife, tlian they have ever been.'* 

So, with the love-light shining on her heart, and the moon- 
' light shining on the wave, we bid adieu to one who bean 
10 more the name of " Maggib Miu.br.'' 
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• • 


do. 


$1.50 


ruby's HUSBAND.- 


— 


do. 


• • 


do. 


$i.So 


pbemie's temptation. — 






do. 


$1.53 



Mlfm Rlnloeli. 

JOHN HALIFAX. — A novel. With illustration. i2mo. cloth, SS1.75 

A LIFE FOB A LIFE. — . dO. do. $.1.75 

Charlotte Bronte (€nrror Bell). 

/ANE ETRE. — A HovcL With illttstration. i2mo. cloth, $1.75 
THE PROFE88OB. — do. . do. . do. $1.75 

BHiRLET. — . do. . do. . do. $1.75 

viLLETTE. — . do. . do. . do. $1.75 

If and-Books of Society* 

THE HABITS OF GOOD SOCIETY ; thoughts, hints, and anecdotes, 

concerning nice points of taste, good manners, and the an 

of making ODeself agreeable. . . i2mo. cloth, $1.75 

THE ART OF CONVERSATION. — A Sensible and instru6live worl^ 

that ought to be in the hands of every one who wishes to 

be either an agreeable talker or listener. i2mo. cloth, $1.50 

AftTS Of WRITING, READING, AND SPEAKING. — An excellent book 

for self-instru£lion and improvement i2mo. cloth, $1.50 

WAMD-RooKs OF SOCIETY. — Thc abovc three choice volumes 

bound in extra style, full jgilt ornamental back, uniform in 

appearance, and in a hanc&ome box. . . . $5.00 



UBT OF agOMM PUMUaRED 



A nov<eL 
da 
da 
da 
da 
do. 
da 
da 
da 
da 
da 
da 



imo. dothy $1.50 



do. 
do. 
da 
da 
da 
da 
da 
da 
da 
da 
do. 
do. 



$1.50 
$1.50 
$1.50 

$1 50 

1 1.50 
1 1. 50 
$1.50 
$1.50 
$1.50 

$1.50 
'$1.50 



Hi«*llbury J* 

laiA BITIB8. — 

lABKinHS AVD DATI^UBT. — 

UMPisT AND BmraHonL — 

■AUAN OBEY. — 

mADOW BBOOK. — . 

■mUSH OBPHAMB. — 

JOBA DIAin.— 

iODBnf MAUDl. — 

lOMSmBAD OH Tn HILLBIDl. — 

KUOH WORTHDrarOH.^- 

nn oAMiBOH PBim. — 

BOSl XATJUK. — • • 

ithblth'8 iossAKM,—yust PuhUfhtd. do. 

fSiam AnsQsta J"* Braiia. 

BBTTLAH. — A novel of great power. • i2mo. clotfa, $1.75 
KAOABiA. — do. do. . . do. . $1.75 

BT. iLMO. — da do« da • $2.00 

TASBTi — do. do. Just Pitblished, do . $2.00 

victor HoffO. 
LIS MIS&BABLES. — ^The Celebrated novel. One large 8vo vol- 
ume, paper covers, $2.00 ; . . . doth bound, $2.50 
LIS MiSKABiiES. — Spanish. Two vols., paper, 1(4.00 ; cL, $5.00 

lEIrs. A. P. mU. 

MRS. hill's mew oookert BOOK, and receipts. . . $2.00 
Algernon Cluurles Swinburne* 

LAUB YEMEBIB, AKO OTHBB POXMB. — . I2m0. dotlly $1.75 

Captain Hajma BeUfaJHrarlUH-Illvstrate^ 

ra BOALP HnirrER& — A romance. i2mo. dodi, $i.5^ 

IHB BUXB BAKGEBB. — 

VEB TIOXB HUNTEB. — • 

OBOEOLA, THX BSIOMOLI. — . 

ffHB WAB T^tAIL. — • • 

nn huitter's nAsr. — • 

EAHOEBS AMD REanLATOBB» — 
ffHl WUITE OHIXF — • 

IHI QUADBOOM. — • • 

P91 WILD HUMTBBB8.— • 

mi WOOD BAMGEBBL — • 

WILD Lim — • • « 

m KABOOM. — • '^ 
bOiV LSOMOBB. — 



flor wrnn OAUimiT.— Jwti FiMUML 



do. 


do. 


. $1.50 


do. 


da 


. $1.50 


da 


da 


. II.SO 


da 


do 


. $1.5° 


do. 


da 


. $1.50 


do. 


do. 


. $1.50 


do. 


da 


. $1.50 


da 


da 


. $i.5<» 


da 


da 


. $1.50 


da 


do. 


. $1.50 


do. 


da 


. $1.50 


do. 


da 


. $1.50 


da 


da 


. $l^o 


da 


da 


. $1.50 


\ ^^w^^WtW^^^^ 


da 


. $1.50 



BT OAMLMTON^ PUSLiasXB, NEW YORK. 



do. 
do, 
do. 
do. 
do. 
do. 
do. 
do. 



i2nio. cloth, $1.50 



do. 
do. 
do. 
do. 
do. 
do. 
do. 
do. 
do. 
do. 



$1.50 
$1.50 
$1.50 
$1.50 
$1.50 
$1.50 
$1.50 
$1.50 
$1.50 
$1.50 



i2mo. cloth, $1.75 



A. 8. Roe^s WorMSi 

A LONG LOOK AHEAD. — A nOVCl. 
TO LOVE AND TO BE LOYED. — dO. 

TIME AND TIDE. 

I've BEEN THINKINO. — 
THE STAR AND THE OLOXTD. — 

TRUE TO THE LAST. 

HOW COULD HE HELP IT ? — 

LIKE AND UNLIKE. — 

LOOfiINO AROUND. — 

WOMAN OUR ANGEL.— 

THE CLOUD ON THE HEART. Just pubUsked, 

RlcliArd B. Kimball. 

WAS HE SUCCESSFUL? — A noveL 

UNDERCURRENTS. dO. 

SAINT LEOER. dO. 

ROMANCE OF STUDENT LIFK.— do, 
IN THE TROPICS. — dO. 

HENRY POWERS, Banker. do. 
TO-DAY. — A novel Just published, 

:twtep\L Rodman Drake. 

THE CULPRIT FAY. — A faciy poeiD, with TOO illustrations. $2.00 
DO. Superbly bound in turkey morocco. $5.00 

c'Rrlck" Pomeroy. 

SENSE. — An illustrated vol. of fireside musings. i2mo. cl., $1.50 
NONSENSE. — do., do. comic sketchcs. do. $1.50 
OUR SATURDAY NiOHTS. do. pathos and sentiment $1.50 

Comic Books— 111 astrated. 

ARTEMUS WARD, His Book. — Letters, etc. 

DO. His Travels — Mormons, etc. 

DO. In London. — Punch Letters. 

DO. His Panorama and Lecture. 

DO. Sandwiches for Railroad 25 

JOSH BiLLiNos ON ICE, and other things. — i2mo. cl., $1.50 
DO. His Book of Proverbs, etc. do. $1.50 

DO. Farmer's Allmanax. Just published. .25 

FANNY FERN. — Folly as it Flics $1.50 

DO. Gingersnaps $1.50 

VERDANT OREEN. — A racy English college story. i2mo. cl, $1.50 



do. 
do. 
do. 
do. 
do. 
do. 



$1.75 
$175 
$1.75 
$1.75 
$1.75 
$1.75 



i2mo. cl., $1.50 
do. $1.50 
do. $1.50 
do. $1.50 



CONDENSED NOVELS, ETC.— By F. Bret Harte. 
MILES o*REiLLY. — His Book of Advcntures. 
ORPHEXTS 0. KERR. — Kerr Papers, 3 vols. 

DO. Avery Glibun. A novel. 

DO. Smoked Glass. 



do. $1.50 

do. $1.50 

do. $1.50 

. $2.00 

i2mQ«c^%VJ^ 



UMT OF BOOKS PUBLiSmMD 



do. 


$1.00 


do. 


$1.50 


do. 


$1.7$ 


do. 


$1.75 


do. 


$1.50 


do. 


$1.50 



Children's Books-Ill nstrated. 

TBK ART OF AMusiNO. — With 150 illustratlbns. i2ino. cL, $1.50 
ntiKNDLT cocNSKL FOR GiRiii. — A charming book. do. $1.50 
IHK CHRISTMAS FONT. — By Mary J. Holmes. 
EOBINSON CRUSOE. — A Complete ediiion. 
lx>uiE*s LAST TERM. — By author ** Rutledge. 
BOUWDiiEARTS, and other stories. — do. 

PASTIMES WITH MY LITTLE FRIENDS. — 

will-o'-the-wisp. — From the German. 

RE. REldftelet^s Remarkable Works* 
LOTB (l'ahoub). — Translated from the French. i2mo. cL, I1.50 
WOMAN (la feiime). — . do. • • do. $1.50 

Ernest Renan* 

THE LIFE OF JESUS. — Translated from the French. i2mo.cl.,$i.75 
THE apostles. — . . do. . . do. $1.75 

SAINT PAUL. . . do. . • do. $1.75 

Popular Italian NoTels* 

DOCTOR ANTONIO. — A love story. By Ruffinl i2mo. cl., $1.75 
B1A7RI0B OENoi. — By Guernuzi, with portrait do. $i.7S 

Rev* Jokn Cnmmlnff, D.D.^ of I*ondon« 

THE GREAT TRIBULATION. — TwO SerieS. I2mO. cloth, $1.50 

THE GREAT PREPARATION. — do. • do. $1.50 

THE GREAT CONSUMMATION. do. . do. $1-50 

THE LAST WARNING CRT. — . . dO. $1-50 

Rlrs. Ritclftle (Anna Cora noiGratt)* 
FAiRT FINGERS. — A Capital new novel • i2mo. clcCli, $1.7$ 

THE MUTE SINGER. — do. . dO. $1.75 

THE olerotmam'b WIFE — ^and othcT stories. do. $1.75 

T« 8. Artkur's Neiv IMTorks* 

LIGHT ON SHADOWED PATHS. — A nOVCL I2m0. Cloth, $1.50' 

OUT IN THE WORLD. — . dO. . . dO. $1-50 

HOTHINO BUT MONEY.— . dO. . . do. fl.JO 

WHAT GAME AFTERWARDS. — do. . . do. $1-50 

0I7R NEIGHBORS. — . do. . . do. $1.50 

Geo. IMT* Carleton. 

ODR ARTIST IN CUBA. — With 50 comic illustrations. , $1.50 

OUR ARTIST IN PERU. — do. do. , • $1.50 

OUR ARTIST IN AFRICA. — {In pre 5 s) do. . . $1 50 

J^okn Bsten Cooke. 

FAIRFAX. — A brilliant new novel . i2mo. cloth, $1.50 

OILT TO HILT. — dO. . . . do. $1.50 

HAMMER AND RAPIER. dO. . . . da $1*50 

MTT or 7AB FOAiL— do. Inffttu do* ii.so 



Br O, W, CARLETON NSW YORK. 



do. 


$1.50 


do. 


$1.50 


do. 


$1.50 


do. 


$1.50 



How to make RIoner 

AJTD HDW TO KEEP IT. — A practical, readable book, that ought 
to be in the hands of every person who wishes to earn 
money or to keep what he has. One of the best books ever 
published. By Thomas A. Davies. i2mo. cloth, I1.50 

J. €ordy JcaflTreaon. 
▲ BOOK ABOUT LAWYERS. — A collection of interesting anec- 
dotes and incidents connected with the most distinguished 
members of tlie Legal Profession. . i2mo. cloth, $2.00 

Fred. Saunders. 
WOMAN, LOYE, AND MARRiAOR. — A charming volume about 
three most fascinating topics. . . i2mo. cloth, $1.50 

Edmund Klrke* 
AMONG iflB PINES. — Or Life in the South. l2mo. cloth, $1.50 

mr SOUTHERN FRIENDS. — do. 

DOWN IN TENNESSEE. dO. 

ADRIFT IN DIXIE. dO. . . 

AMONG THE GUERILLAS. — dO. 

€liarles Reade. 

THi CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. — A magnificent new novel — 
the best this author ever wrote. . 8vo. cloth, $2.00 

Tlie Opera. 
TALES FROM THE OPERAS. — A collcction of clever stones, based 
upon the plots of all the famous operas. i2mo. cloth, $1.50 

Robert R. Roosevelt. 
THI OAME-Fisn OF THE NORTH. — Illustrated. i2mo. cloth, $2.00 

SUPERIOR FISHING. — dO. do. $2.O0 

THE GAME-BIRDS OF THE NORTH. — ,. , dO. $2.00 

Rjr tlie Author of ^^ Rntledeo*'' • 

RUTLEDGE. — A deeply interesting novel. i2mo. cloth, $1.75 

THE BUTHHRLANDS — do. . . dO, . $1-75 

FRANK WARRINGTON. do. . , do. . $1-75 

ST. PHILIP'S. — do. . . do. . $1.75 

Louie's last term at st. mart's. — . do. . I1.75 

ROUNDHEARTs AND OTHKR STORIES. — For children, do. . $1.75 

A ROSARY FOR LENT. — Devotional Readings. do. . $1.75 

Ijove In Letters. 

A collection of piquant love-letters. . i2mo. cloth, $2.00 

I>r. J. J. Craven. 

the PRISON-LIFE OF JEFFERSON DAVIS. — . I2m0. cloth, $2.00 

Walter Rarrett, Clerk. 

THE OLD MERCHANTS OF NEW YORK. — Flve VOls.^Cloth,$iaOO 

II* T. Sperrjr* 

OOUITTBT LOTJE Vi, OITT FLIBTATIOX. — « IIXGL^C^* ^^Saf^^V^^A 



BOOKS PUBUaUSD BY O. W. CABLBTOIT, 



BItoeellaneoQS Worluu 

CHRIS AND OTHO. — A novel by Mrs. Julie P. Smith. . 
CROWN JEWELS. — do. Mrs. Emma L. Moffett 

ADRIFT WITH A VENOEANOB. — Kinahan Comwallis. 
THE FRANCO-PRUSSIAN WAR IN 1870. — By W. D. Landon 
DREAM MUSIC. — ^Pocms by Frederic Rowland Marvin. 
RAMBLES IN CUBA. — By an American Lady. 
BEHIND THE SCENES, in the White House. — Keckley. 
tachtman's primer. — For Amateur Sailors. — ^Warren 
RURAL AROHiTECTURE.i-By M. Field. With illustrations 
treatise on deafness. — By Dr. E. B. Lighthill. 
WOMEN AND THEATRES.— A ncw book, by Olive Logan 
Warwick. — A new novel by Mansfield Tracy Walworth 
BiBTL HUNTINGTON. — A HOvel by Mrs. J. C. R. Dorr. 
LiTiNO WRITERS OF THE SOUTH. — By Prof. Davidson. 
fTRANOi VISITORS. — A book from the Spirit World. 
UP BROADWAT, and its Sequel — A story by Eleanor Kirk. 
lOLiTART RECORD, of Appointments in the U.S. Army 
HONOR BRIGHT. — ^A ncw American novel 
MALBROOK. — do. do. do. 

GUILTY OR NOT GUILTY. — dO. do. 

ROBERT GREATHOUSE. — A new novcl by John F. Swift 
THE GOLDEN CROSS, and pocms by Irving Van Wart, jr 
ATHALiAH. — A ncw novcl by Joseph H. Greene, jr. 
jiEGiNA, and other poems. — By Eliza Cruger. 

THE WICKEDEST WOMAN IN NEW YORK. — By C. H. Wcbb 

MONTALBAN. — A DCw American novel 
MADEMOISELLE MERQUEM. — A uovcl by Gcorge Sand. 
TEE IMPENDING CRISIS OF THE SOUTH. — By H. R. Helper, 
NOJOQUB — A Question for a Continent — do. 
PARIS IN 1867. — By Henry Morford. . 
THE bishop's son. — A uovcl by Alice Cary. 
CRUISE OF THE ALABAMA AND SUMTER. — ByCapt. Semmes 
HELEN couRTENAY. — A Dovel, author " Vernon Grove.*' 
SOUVENIRS OF TRAVEL. — By Madame OctaviaW. LeVert 
VANQUISHED. — A novcl by Agnes Leonard. 
wiLL-o'-THE-wisp. — A child's book, from the Gkrman 
FOUR OAKS. — A novel by Kamba Thorpe. . 
THE CHRISTMAS FONT. — A child's book, by M. J. Holmes 

POEMS, BY SARAH T. BOLTON. 

MARY BRANDEGEE — ^A DOvcl by Cuylcr Piuc. 

BENSHAWB. — do. do. 

MOUNT CALVARY. — By Matthew Hale Smith. 

PROMBTHEUS IN ATLANTIS. — A prophecy. 

TiTAH AGONiSTSs. — ^Ad American novel 



$175 

$175 
$1.50 

$1.50 
$1.50 
$2.00 

50 
$2.00 

$1.50 

$1.50 

$1.75 

$1.75 
$2.00 

$1.50 

$1.50 

$5.00 

$1.50 

$1.50 

$1.75 
$2.00 

$1.50 

$1.75 
$1.50 

50 
$1.75 

$1.75 

$2.00 

$2.00 
$1.75 
$1.75 
$1.50 

$1.75 
$2.00 

$1.75 

$1.50- 

$1.75 
$1.00 

$1.50 

$175 

$1.75 
$2.00 

$2.00 

$2.00 
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